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Thoſe Honours come too late, 
That on our Aſhes waite. 
Marr. lib. 1. Epig. 26+ {i 
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THE DEDICATION. 


To the Eight Honorable 
Jobn Lovelace 


Eſquire. 


SIR, 


Ucaſta (fair, but hapleſs Maid ! ) 

Once flouriſht underneath the ſhade 
Of your Flluſtrious Mother 3 Now , 
An Or phan grown , ſhe bows to you | 
To JOU, Her wertyes noble Heir , 
Oh may ſhe find protection there ; 
Nor let ber welcome be the leſs 
'Canſe @ rough hand makes ber Addreſſe, 

One 
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The Dedication. 

One ( to whom Foes the Muſes are ) 
Born and Bred up in Rugged IW ar 
For, Conſcious bow unfit I am , 

I only bave pronounc'd her Name , 

To waken pity in your Breſt , 

And leave Her Tears to plead the Reſt. 


SIR, 


Your moſt obedient 


Seryant and Kin{man 


Dudley Poſthumus-Lovelace. 
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To LUCAST A 


Her Ref, wed looks. 


=) Uca/ia frown and let me die, 

3 Bur ſmile and ſee 1 live; 
P23 The (ad indifference of your Eye 
4 Both kills,and doth reprieve. 


We feel our judgment ere we hear; 
$0 in one Picture I have ſeen 
An Apgel here , the Divel there, 


POEMS. 
Lucaſtia laughing. 


HE how ſhe laughs aloud, 
Alchough the world pur on its ſhrowd ; 
Wept at by the tantaſtick Crowd, 
Who cry, One drop let fall 
From her , migvhrt ſave the Univerſal Ball, 
She laughs again | 
At our ridicnlovs pain ; 
And at our merry miſery 
She laughs until ſhe cry ; 
Sages, forbear 
That ill-contrived tear , 
Although your fear, 
Doth barricadoe Hope from your ſoft Ear, 
That which Ril makes her mirth to low , 
Is our finifter- handed woe , 
Which downwards on its head doth go ; 
And ere that it is ſown, doth grow. 
This makes her ſpleen contract 1 
And her juſt pleaſure feaſt ; 
1 For the unjulteſt a 
W5 5 | Is fill che pleaſant'ft jef?, 
I: SONG. 
| = 
Strive not , vain Lover, to be fine , 
Thy filk's the Silk-worms, and net thine ; 
You leſſen toa Fly your Miſtris Thought 
To think it may be ip a Cobweb caught, 


Wha 


POEMS. 
What thongh her thin cranſparent lawn 
Thy heart in a ſtrong Net hath drawn > 


Not all the Arms the God of Fire ere made , 
Can the ſoft Bulwarks of nak'd Loye invade, | 


£, 
Pe truly fine then, and your ſelf dreſs 
In her fair Souls immac'late glaſs : 
Then by refle&ion you may have the bliſs 
Perhaps to (ee what a True tinenels is ; 
When all your Gawderies will fir 
Thoſe only that are poor in wit - 
She that a cliquarnt outhide doth adore , 
Dotes on a vilded Sratue, and no more, 


In alluſion to the French-Song. 


N' entendez, vous pas ce language. 


Cho, TJ He» underſtand you not ( Fair ghoice ) 
This Language without tongue or voice ? 
I, 
How often have my Tears 
Invaded your ſoft Ears , 
And droprt their Glent Chimes 
A thouſand thouſand times » 
Whiltt Echo did your eyes » 
And ſweetly Symparhize ; 
Bur that the wary Lid 
Their Sluces didfarbid > 


; 0s EY UNNPaSMlae 40 ate bg > 
Cho, Ther underſtand you not (Fair choice ) 
This Language without tongne or voice ? 


2, 
My Arms did plead my wound , 
Each 1n the other bound ; 
Volleysof Sighs did crowd, 
And rin; my g oriefs alowd ; 
Grones, like a Canon Ball, 
Batter'd the Matble Wall , 
That the kind Neighb'ring Grove, 
Did muriny for Love. 
Cho, Then nnderſtand Jou not ( Fair Choice ) 
This Language Poem tongne or voce ? 


The Rherh' rick of my Hand 
Woo'd you te underſtand ; 
Nay, in our filent walk 
My very Feet would talk , 
My Knees were cloquent , 
And ſpake the Love I meant ; 

8 | Bur deaf unto that Ayr, 

N l They bent, would fall in Prayer, 
li | Yet underſtand you net ( Fair Choice) 
' Cho, This Language withont tongue or voice? 


4. 

No? Know then I would melt, 
On every Limb I felc, 

And on each naked-part — 
Spread my expanded Heart , 
That nor a Vein of thee, 


Burt ſhould be fill'd wich mee, 


'& 


POEMS. 


Whil'it on thine own Down, I 
Would rumble, pant, and dye. 
Cho, Tow underſtand net this ( Fair Choice, ) 
This Langu:ge wants bothtongue and voice, 


Night. To Lucaſta. 


N Teht ! loathed Jaylor of the lock'd up Sun, 
And Tyrant-turnkey on committed day 3 
Bright Eyes lye fertered in thy Dungeon , 
And Heaven ir. ſelf doth thy dark Wards obey : 
Thou doſt ariſe our living Hell , 
With thee grones, terrors, furies dwell , 
Unrill Lucaſia doth awake , 
And with her Beams theſe heavy chains off ſhake. 


Behold, with openipg her Almighty Lid 
Bright eyes break rowling, and with luſtre ſpread) 
And captive Day his chariot mounted 1s; 
Night to her proper Hell is bear, 
And ſctued to her Ebon Seat ; 
Till th' Earth with play oppreſſed lies , 
And drawes again the Curtains of her Eyes, 


But Bondflave, 1, know neicher Day nor Niehe ; 
Whether ſhe murth'ring ſleep or ſaving wake 3. 
Now broyl'd ich' Zone ef her refle&ed li hr, 
Then froſe my Iiicles, not Sinews ſhake : 
Smile then new Nature, your ſoft blaſt 
Doth melr our Ice, and Fires waſt: 
Whil'it the icorch'd ſhiv'ring world new born 


INow feels ir all che day one ritingmorn, Lowe 


POEMS. 
Lowe Intbro#'d. 
Ode. 


ba 
Neroth, 1 do my felt perſwade , 
That the wilde Boy 1s grown a Man; 
And all his Childiſhneſle off laid, 
E're fince Lucaſta did his fires Fan ; 
H' has left his apiſh Jigs, 
And whipping Hearts like Gigs ; 
For r'other day I heard him ſwear 
That Beaury ſhould be crown'd in Honours Chai:; 
2. 
With what a true aud heayenly State 
He doth his glorious Darts diſpence 
Now cleans'd from Falſhood , Blood, and Hate 
And newly tipt with Innocence ; 
Love Juſtice is þecome , 
And doth the Cruel doome : 
Reverſed is the old Decree; 
Behold! he firs ſnthron'd with Majeliie, 


J. 
Inthroned in Lncaſta's Eye 
He doth our Faith and Hearts Survey; 
Then meaſures them by Sympathy , 
And cach to th' otkers Brealt convey ; 
Whilſt to his Altars Now 
The trozen Veltals Boy 


121; 


att » 


POEMS. 


And ftrickt D;ana too doth go y 


A hunting with his feat ” exchavged Bow, 


Th* Imbracing Seas, and 7d Air 
Now in his holy fires burn; 
Fiſh couple, Birds and Beaſts 1n pair , 
Do their own Sacrifices turn *: 
This 1s a Miracle, 
That mighe Religion (well : 


Bur ſhe that theſe 2nd their God awes, 
Her crowned Selt ſubmits ro her own Laws. 


T Was not for ſome by bleſſing ro deceive , 
Thou did rhy poliſh'd hands in ſhas og'd furs Weave; 


Her M uffe. 


It were no bleiling thus obtain'd , 


Thou rather would'tt a Curſe have geain'd , 
Then ler thy warm drivep ſnow be ever ttaind, 


Not that you feared the diſcolo' cing cold , 


I. 


Might, alchymize their Silver 1nte Gold; 


Nor could your ten white Nuns fo fin 


That you ſhould thus pennance them in 


Each in her courſe haic ſnock of Diſcipline, 


_ b, - , 
Nor Here-like , who on their creſt till wore 
A Lyon, 


I 
- 


Panther, Leopard or a Bore; 


To look their Enemies 1n their Hetle, 


Thou would thy hand ſhould deeper pierce, 
And, in its ſoftneſs £5 ug appear more fierce, 


No, no, Lucaſta, deſtiny Decreed 

That Beaſts to thee a ſacrifice ſhould bleed, 
And (trip themielves ro make you gay ; 
For ner yer Herald o1d diſplay , 

A Coat, where Sables upon Ermin lay. 


This for Lay-Lovers , hs mult ftand at dore, 
Salute the threſhold, and admire no more : 

Bur I, in my Invention tough , 

Rate not this outward bliſs enough , 
But (t4ll contemplate mult the hidden Muffe. 


A Black, patch on Lucaſta's Face. 


Ullas I was, to think that a Court Fly, 
Preium'd ſo neer her Eye; 
When *cwas th'1ndultrious Bee 
Miſtook her glorious Face for Paradiſe , 
To ſumme vp all his Chymiitry ot Spice ; 
With « brave pride and honour led, 
Neer both her Suns he makes his bed ; 
And though a Spark (iruggles toriſe as r<d: 
Then A&mulates the eay 
Daughter of Day, 
AQs the Romantick Phenx tate : 
When now with all his Sweets Jay'd out in fate , 
Lucafta 


ta 


POEMS. 


Lucaſia (catrers but cne Heat , 
And all the Aromarick pills do wear , 
And Gums calcirwd , themſelves ro powder beat ; 
Which a freſh oale ot Air 
Conveys into her Hair; 
Then chaft he's ſet on fire , 
And in theſe holy flames doth olad expire ; 
And that black matble Tablet there 
So neer her either Sphere , 
Was plac'd; nor foyl, nor Ornament , 
But the ſwee: little Bees large Monument, 


Another. 


I, 
S I behelda Winters Evening Air , 
Curl'd in her court talſ= locks of living hair , 
Burrer'd wich Jeflamine rhe Sup letr there. 
2, 
Galliard aod clinquant ſhe appeat*d to give 
A Serenace or Þall to us that grieve 
And reach us A la wode more gently live. 
3. 
Bur as a Moor , who to her Cheeks prefers 
White Spots rallure her black Idolaters , 
le thought ſh» look'd all ore bepatch'd with Stars. 


Like the datk front of fas Erhiopian Queen, 

Vailed ali ore with Gems of Red, Blew,Green ; 
Whoſe vgly Night ſeen denasked with days Skreen. 
5. Whilt 


oy — x ” 6 '*4 


"RY OO O— 


'2 - ToSaphyrs ſtead of Veins and Arteries, 


10 POEMS, 
"A 
Whilſt the fond people offer'd Sacrifice 


And bow'd unto the Diamonds, nor her Eyes, 


6, 
Behold Lucafta*s Face, how'r glows like Noon ! 
A Sun intice is her complexion , 
And form'd of one whole Conliellation. 


Te a 
So gently ſhining , ſo ſerene , ſo cleer , 
Her look doth Univerſal Nature cheer ; 
Only acloud or two hangs here and there, 


To Lucaſta. 


I. 
| Laugh and fing , but cannot cell 
Whether the folly on't ſounds well ; 
But then I groan 
Merhipks 1n Tune , 
Whilk Grief, Deſpair , and Fear, dance to the Air 
Of my deſpiſed Prayer, 


2. 
A pretty Antick Love does this , 

Then ſtrikes a Galliard with a Kiſs ; 
As in theend | 
The Chords they rend ; F* 

So you but with a touch from your fair Hand, 
Turn all ro Saraband, Ko 
( 


POEMS. | 21 
To Lucaſta. 


be 
ike to the Sent'nel Scars, I watch all Night ; 
| For (till the grand tound of your Light , 
And glorious Brealt 
Awakes in me an Ealt, 
Not will my rolling Eyes ere know a Welt, 
Now on my Down I'mrofſs'd as ona Wave , 
And my repoſe 1s made my Grave ; 
Flattering I lye, 
Do bear my Selt and dye, 
But for a Reſurrection from your eye, 


3. 
\h my fair Murdrefſe ! doit thou cruelly heal , 
With Various pains ro make me well 2 
Then ler me be 
Thy cur Anatomie 
> Air Pod iv each mangled part my heart youwl ſee, 


Lucaſta at the Bath. 


I, 

[> Autumn ot a Summers day , 

| Whenall che Winds got leave to play ; 
-nd ; £<4/i4, that fair Ship, is lanch'd, 
d, Pod tcom its cruſtthis Almond blanch'd, 


Ti 2, Blow 


6, y " c V _ ny 
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2. 

Blow then. unruly Northwind , blow, 

'Till in their holds your Eyes you Gow ; 

And (well your Cheeks, bequeath chill Death : 
See ! ſhe hath ſmul'd thee out of Breath, 


3. 
Court gentle Zephyr , court and fan 
Her ſofter breaſt's carnation'd Wan ; 
Your charming Rhethorick of Down 
Flyes ſcarter'd from before her frown. 


4. 
Say, my white Water-Lilly, ſay, 
How is't thoſe warm ſtreams break away > 
Cut by thy chaſt cold breaſt which dwells 
Amidit them arm'd1n Ificles, 


F. 
And the hot floods more raging grown 
In flames of Thez, then intheir own : 
In their diftempers wildly glow , 
And kiſle thy Pillar of fix*d Snow. 
6 


No Sulphur , through whoſe each blew Vein 
The thick and lazy Currents (trein , 

Cancure the Smarring, nor the fell 

Blifters of Love wherew1th they ſwell, 


v. 

Theſe great Phyſicians of the Blind , 
The Lame, and fatal Blains of 1:e , 
In every drop themſelves now ſee 
Speckled with a new Leprokſie, 


POEMS, 13 
8, 
As Sick drinks are wich old Wine daftyd , 
Foul Waters too with Spirics waſh'd ; 
Thou greiv'd, perchance , one treat ler' fall, 
Which (traight did purifie them all, 


9. . 
And now is cleans'denough che flood , 
Which fince runs cleare, as doth thy blood ; 
Of the wet Pearls unccown thy hair , 
And mantle thee with Ermix Air, 

10, 
Lacaſia, hail! fair Conquereſle 
Ot Fire, Air, Earth, and Seas, 
Thou whom all kneel ro , yet even thou 
Wilt unto Love , thy captive, bow, 


The Ant. 


I 
Orbear thou great good Husband, little Ant - 

Alictle reſpite from chy flood of ſwear; 
Thou, thine own Horſe and Cart under this Plar 
Thy ſpacious tent , fan thy prodigious heart ; 
Down with thy double load of that one gcain; 
Ic 15 a Granarie for all thy Train, 

2, 
eaſe large example of wiſe thrift a while, 
( For thy example is become our Law ) 
\ndteachthy frowns a ſeaſonable ſmile : 
So Caro ſometimes the nak'd Florals ſaw. 


And 
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And thou almighty foe, lay by thy ling, 
Whilſt chy uopay'd Muſiciavs, Crickets, ſing. 


Lxcaſta, She that holy Sus the Day, 
And *RMlls new Lite in fields of Fneillemort : 
Hath back reltor'dtheir Verdure with one Ray , 
And with her Eye bid all to play and ſport , 
Ant to work fiill; Age will Thee Truanr call; 
And to ſave now; thy art worſe than prodigal, 


4. 
Anxuſtere and Cynick ) not one hour Vallow, 
To loſe with pleafure what thou gorlt with pain : 
Bur drive on ſacred Feſtivals, thy Plow_; 
Tearing hish-ways with thy ore charged Wain, 
Not all thy lite time one poor Minnre live , 
And thy o'ce labour'd Bulk with mth relieve > 


5. 
Look up ther miſerable Ant , and fpie 
Thy fatal foes , for breaking of her Law : 
Hovrcing above thee, Madam, Margaret Pie, 
And her fierce Servant, Meagre , Sir john Daw: 
Thy Selt and Storehouſe now they do fore up z 
And thy whole Harvelt roo within their Crop. 


Thus we untrifty thrive wichin Earths Tomb , 
For ſore more rav.nous and ambitious Jaw : 
The Graiz in th Ants, the Ants inthe Pies womb, 
The Pie in the Hawks.the Hawks ich' Eagles may: 
So ſcattering to hord'*gaink a long Day, 


Thipkivg to {ave all, we cait all away. Th 
20 
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The Snayl. 


Iſe Emblem of our Policick World , 
Sage Snayl, within thine own ſelf curl'd ; 
Inftru&t me ſoftly ro make halt , 
Whillt theſe my Feet go ſlowly faſt, 
Compendious Snayl | thou ſeem'fito me , 
Large Ewclids firickt Epuome ; 
nd incach Diagram, doſt Fling 
Thee from the point unto the Rivg, 
A Figure now Triangulare 
An Oval now; ane now a Square ; 
od then a Serpentine doſt crawl 
Now a ſtraight Line, now crook'd, now all, 
Preventing Rival of the Day, 
[hart up and openelt thy Ray , 
nd ere the Morn cradles th: Moon , 
hi” art broke into a Beauteous Nooy, 
hen when the Sun ſups inthe Deep , 
na hy Silver Horns e're C:n/hia's peep ; 
aw: —— 
And thou from thine own liquid Bed 
lew Phabm heav'lt thy pleaſant Head, 
Who ſhall a Name for chee create 
Deep Riddle of Myſterious State : 
Bold Narure that gives common Birth 
0 all products of Seas and Earth , 
Of thee, as Earth-quakes, is affraid 
or will thy dire Deliyry aid, 


n: 


211), 


b 


omb 5 
may - 


7 he p Thou 


gd, - - 


(8 
l 

; 
\s 


|. 
| 


eats. 5» 9 
——c_—Loarw 


——_— - - ” 
PRE —- - - —_— 
s —_ — 


w_ a 
4 i j 
% # . # ” # 
_— — 4 
kick. ACDCek ww . ..- 


- = - oy = . > 
# & . 7 


L© POEMS. 


Thou thine own daughter then , and Sire, 
That Sen and Morher art intire , 
That big (till with thy (elf dott go, 
And liv' an aged Embr1o ; 
Thar like the Cubbs of xdia, 
Thou from thy felt a while dolt play : 
But frighred with a Dog or Gun , 
In thine own Belly thou doſt run , 
And as thy Houſe was thine own womb 


 Sothine own womb, concludes thy tomb. 


Bur now I muſt (analys'd Kivg) 
Thy Oeconomick Virtues (:ng, ; 
Thou great ſtay'd Husband (i111 within , 

Thou, rchee, thar's thiove colt Diſciphne ; 
And when thou art ro progreſs bent, 

Thou mov Tiby ſelf and 1enement , 

As Watlike Scythians travayl'd, you 
Remove your Men and City ton; 

Then airer a {ad Dearth and Rain , 

Thou ſcatterelt thy Silver Train ; 

And when rhe Trees grow nak'd and old , 
Thou cloathelt chem with Cloth of Gold , 
Which fromthy Bowels thou dolt ſpin , 
And draw from the rich Mines within. 

Now halt thou chang'd thee Saint ; and made 
Thy ſelf a Fane that's cupula'd ; 

Andinthy wreathed Cloiſter thou 
Walkeſt thipe own Gray fryer too ; 
Serickt, and lock'd up,th'art Hood all 0:6 
And ne' Eliminarlt thy Dore, 


ST as £..D4tOOdS 


POEMS, 
On Sallads thon do{t teed (evere, 
Anq'iteadof Beads thou dropMt a tear , 
And when to re{l, each calls the Bell , 
Thou ſleer'it within thy Marble Cell; 
Where in dark contemplation plaC'd , 
The {weets ©: Nature thou dolt talt ; 
Who now with Time thy days reſolve, 
Andina jclly thee diſſolve, 

Like a ſhot Star, which dorh repair 


' 


Upward, and Rutife rhe Air, 


( PY . 
F< 1)7T3)@71 4 


"THe Centztir, Syren, Iforegoe, 


Nor of the mined 5phynx lle write , 
Nor the renown! Heinaphrogite : 
Behold,this Hug! colt 1ppear 
Ot Horles, Coach, ano ©hariotets ; 
That mover! him voy travecle Law , 
And dorh hirgſelt both drive and draw : 


He baits him hot in his own Inne: 

I hearda grave and auſtere Clark , 
Reſolv'd him Pilot both and Barque * 
That like the fan'd Ship of Trevere 
Did on the Shore himſelt Lavere : 
Yer the Authentick do beleeve , 


Thofe have been ſurgy, and lowdly too 


Then when the Sun rhe South doth winne; 


\Who keep their Judgement in cheir Sleeve ; 
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That thei is his own Double _ , 
And tick, fill carries bis Se-2 
Or that hike Dawes th Lnd of Luyck) 
He weats his ever lalting Huyck : 
Bur baniſhr, 1 admire his fare 
Since neither Oltraciime of State , 
Nor a perpetual exile , 
Can force this Virtue, ch anve his Soyl ; 
For whereſoever he doth go, 
He wanders with his Country 10, 


Conrante Monfſtenr. 


Hat frown, eAminta now hath drown'd 
Thy brighr tronts power, and crown'd 
Me that was bound, 
No, no, deceived Crnel no, 
Loves hery darts 
Till tipt with kifles, never kindle Hearts, 


Adieu weak beauteons Tyrant, ſee! 
Thy angry flames meant me, 
Rerorr on thee : 
For know; it is decreed, proud fair , 


I ne'c mult dye 
By any ſcorching, but a melting Eye, 


—  —_— - ——- - _ 
m— 


POEMS. 
A looſe Saraband. 


I. 

TAy, prethee Dear , draw nigher , 
yet Cloſer, nigher yet ; 

ere is a double Fre , 

A dry one and a wet : 

cue laſting Heavenly Fuel 

Purs out the Veltal jewel , 

Vh:n once we twining marry 

{:d Love with wilde Canary, 


3; 
)F with that crowned Venice 
'Till all the Houſe doth flame, 
Vee'l quench ic (traighr in Rheniſh , 
Or what we mn{t not name : 
filk lighcoing (lll aflwageth , 
o when our {ury rageth, 
s th* only means to croſs it, 
Vee] drown it in Love's poller, 
ove never waz Well-willer, 
Unto my Nag or mee , 
(ec watter'd us ith* Cellar, 
Bur the Cheap Buttery: 
t th' head of his own Barrells , 
Vhere broaclyd are all his Quarrels , 
hould a true nobl: Maſter 
tilt rmaxe his Gueſt his Talter, 


See 


20 —+ I 


4. 

See all the World now © ſtageers, 

More vely drunk then \ We, 
As it far gon? in daggers, 

And blood it {cem” d to be: 
We &dripk our glaſs of Reſes, 
Which nought but ſweers diſcloſes, 
Then in our Loyal Chamber , 
Refreſh us with Loves Amber, 


5+ 
Now cell me, thou fair Cripple, 
That dnmb canlt ſcarcely ſec 
Thy almiohrinefle of Tipple , 
Andih ods *rwixt thee and thee : 
What-of Elizium's mifling > 
Still Drinking and fill Kiſhne . 
Adoring plump Ottober; 
Lord | what is May and Sober > 
6. 
Now, 1s there {uch a Trifle 
As Honour, the fools Gyant , 
VVhat 1s there & lefr to rifle , 
When Wine makes all parts plyant, 
Let o.ners Glory tollow , 
In their talſe riches waliow , 
And with their erief be metry; 
Leave me bur Loye and Sherry, 


— M S. 27 


The Falcon. 


Air Princeſle of the ſpacious Air , 
[hat halt vouchſat'd acquaintance here » 
With uv: 2re qvarter*d below ſtain, 
hat can r<2ch Heav'n wich nonght but Pray'ts ; 
Who when our activ' wings we try » 
Advance a foot into the Sky, 


Bright Heir t th" Bird Imperial , 
From whoſe avenrging penons fall 
hunder and Lightning twilted Spun ; 
Brave Coulin-german to the Sun , 
hat did(t forſake thy Throne and Sphere , 
o be an humble P:;15'ner here; 
\nd for a pirch of her ſoft hand, 
Reign the Royal Woods command. 


How otten would'(t thouſhoort Heav'ns Atk , 
hen mount thy felt into a Latk ; 
\nd after our ſhort faint eyes call, 
Vhcn now a Fly, now nought at all ; 
hen ſtoop ſo ſwift unto our Sence , 
\s thouwert ſent Intell1gence, 


Free beaunteous Slave, thy happy ez 
In (ilyer Ferrers yervails meet 
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And trample on that noble Wriſt 
The Gods have kneel'd in vain t have Kitt : 
Zur gaze not , bold deceived Spye , 
Too much orh' Jultre of her Eye; 
The Sun, thou dolt our-ltare » alas ! 
V Vinks at the glory of her Face, 
Be [aſe then in thy Velvet helm, 
Her looks are calms that do orewhelim , 
Then the Arabian bird more blelt , 
Chaſe in the ſpicery of her brealt, 
And looſe you in her Breath , a wind 
Sow'rs the delicious gales of Jade. 
Burt now a quill trom thinz own Wing 
I pluck, thy lofty fate ro ling ; 
Whilit we behold the vations fight ) 
Wirth mingled picaſure and aft: ight X 
The humbler Hinds do ll to pray» 
As when an Army's ſeen 1 th' Air 
And the propherick Spannels run , 
And howle thy Epicedinm, 
' The Herox mounted doth appear 
On his own Peg'ſus a Lanceer , 
And ſeems on earth, when he doth hu , 
A proper Halberdier on foot ; 
Secure 1'th' Moore, about to ſup , 
The Dogs have beat his Quarters up. 
And now he takes whe open air, 
Drawes up his Wings with Tactick care ; 
Whillt rh* expert Falcon (wit doth climbe, 
Ia ſubile Mazes ſerpentine : 
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Andto advantage cloſely win'd 
She gets the upper Sky and Wind, 
\Where ſhe diſlembles co invade) 
And lies a pol'tick Ambuſcade, 

The hedg'd-in Herox, whom the Foe 
Awaits above , and Dogs below , 
In his fortification lies , 
And makes him ready for ſurprize ; 
When rouſed with a ſhrill alarm 
\Was ſhouted frem beneath , they arm, 

The Falcon charges at firſt view 
With her brigade ot Talons ; through 
W hoſe Shoots, the wary Heres beat, 
VVich a well counterwheel'd retreat, 
Bur the bold Ger'cal never loſt, 
Hath wen again her airy Polt ; 
VVho wildin this affront , now fryes, 
Then gives a Volley of her Eyes. 

The deſp'rate Heron now contracts 1 
In one deli gn all former tacts x 
Noble he 1s refolv'd ro fall 
His, aud his Ep'mies funerall , 
And (tobe iid of her) ro dy 
A publick Martyr of the Sky, 

V Vhen now he turns his laſt to wreak 
The palizadoes ot his Beak ; 
The raging foe impatient 
Wrack'd with revenge y and tury rent, 
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Swift as the Thunderbolc he (irikes , 
Too ſure upon the tiand of Pikes, 
There ſhe his naked breaſt dorh hi: 
And op the caſe of Rapiers's ſplir, 


But ev'n in her expiring pangs 
The Here,,s pounc'd within het Phanes , 
And ſo above ſhe (oops to rife 
A Trophee and a Sacrifice ; 
VVhilt her own Bells in the (ad fall 
Ripg out the double Furerall, 


Ah ViRtory ! uphap'ly wonne , 
VVeepipg and Red is ſer the Sun, 
VVhilſit che whole Field floats in one rear , 
And all the Ait doth mourning wear : 
Cloſe hooded all thy kindred come 
To pay their Vows uponthy Tombe ; 
The Hebby amd the Murker too , 

Do march ro take their lait adiev, 


The Lanxer and the Lanxerer , 
Thy Colours bear as Banneret ; 
The Gaſbawk and her Tercel rowy'd 
VVith Tears attend thee as new bows'd , 
All cheſe are in their dark array 
Led by the various Herald- Jay, 


Buc thy ecerval name ſhall live 
VVhillt Quills from Aſhes fame reprieve , 


\ * * 
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POEMS. 
VVhilſt open ſtands Renown $ wide gore » 
And V Vires are lett on whick to ſoar ; 


Door Rabbin , the Pretate Pye, 


And the por ick Swan (hall dye , 
Only to arg ciw Elegte, 


Lowe made in the firſt Age : 
To Chloris. 


I. 

T* the Nativicy of time , 

{ hloru it was not thought a Crime 

In dire&t Hebrew tor to woe, 
Now wee raake Love ,:s all on fire, 
Ring Retrograde our lowd Delue, 

And Court in Exglib Backward too, 
Thiice happy was that golden Ag2z, 

When Complement was Conltru'd Rage, 
And tine words in the Center hid; 
When curſed No ſtaind no Miid;z Pliſle, 

And all ailcoutſe was lumm'd in Tes , 

And Novght foibad, but to forbid, 

I. 

Love then unſlinted, Love did bp, 
And Cherries pluckd treſh trom the Lip , 

On Checks and Roles free he fed ; 
Laſles like *A utumne Plrms 01d drop » 
And Lads, 1ndifteremily did crop 

A Flower , anCk Matden-head, 4. Then 
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4. 
Then unconfined each did Tipple 
Wine from the Bunch, Milk from the Nipple , 
Paps tractable as Udders wereg 
Then equally the wholſome Jellies , 
Were {queez'd from Olive-Trees, and Bellies , 
Nor Suits of Treſpaſle did they tear, 
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Go 
A fragrant Bank of Straw-berries , 
Diaper'd with Violexs Eyes , 

Was Table, Table-cloth, and Fare; 
No Pallace to the Clouds did (well , 
Each humble Princefle then did dwell 

In the Piazza of her Hair, 


6. 
Both broken Faich, and th' cauſe of it , 
All damning Gold was damm'd to th* Pit; 
Their Troth ſeal'd with a Clap and Kiſle, 
Lafſted unrill that exrreem day , 
In which they ſ{mil'd their $ouls away 
And ineach other breath'd new blifl:, 


Becauſe no taultzthere was no rear : 
No grone did grate rhe granting Ear ; 

No falſe toul breath their Del'cac {mell : 
No Serpent kiſs poylon'd rhe Talt , 
Each touch was naturally Chalt , 
And their mere Senſe a Miracle. 
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8, 
Naked as their own innocence , 
And unimbroyder'd from Offence 
They went, above, poor Riches, gay ; 
On ſotter than che Cigners Down, 
In beds they tumbled off cheir own ; 
For each within che other lay, 


9. 
Thus did they live : Thus did they love, 
Repeating ovly joyes Above ; 
And Angels were,but with Cloarhs on, 
Which they would pur off cheerfully , 
To bathe them in the Galaxze, 
Then gird them withthe Heavenly Zone, 
10, 
Now, C HLORIS ! miſerably crave , 
The offet'd bliſle yon would not have ; 
Which evermore I mult deny , 
\Whillt ravith'd with theſe Noble Dreams , 
And crowned with r.10e own {oft Beams, 
Injoying ot my felt I lyc 


To a Lady withchild that ask'd an 
Old Shirt. 


Ne why an honou:'d ragoed Shirt, that ſhows, 
Like tacrer'd Ertigns, all ics Bodies blows > 
Should 1t be (wathed in a velt ſo dire, 
[t were enough to let the Child on fire ; 


Diſhe- 
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Diſhevell'd Queen ſhould firipthem of their hair , | 

And in it man: le the new rifino Heir : 

Nor do I know ought worth to wrap it in, 

Except my parchment upper- coat of Skin : 

And then expect no end of its Chaſt Tears , 

T hat firlt was rowl din Down now Furs of Bears 
Bur fince to Ladies'c hath a Cnltome been 

Linnen £9 (end, that travail and lye in, 

To the nine Sempltreſles, my former iriends , 

Ifu'd; bur they had noughr bur ſhreds and ends, 

Art laſt, the jo!ltt of che three times three, 

Rem thi apron irom her ſmock, and gave itme 

*I was ſoit and gentle, ſubr'ly (pun: no doubr : 

Pardon my boldneſs, Madam ; Here's the clont, 


SONG. 


I, 
]N nine ove Monument I lye , 
And in my Selt am buried ; 
Sure the quick Lightning of her Eye 
Melred my Soul ith' Scabberd, dezd; 
And new like {ome pale ghoſt I walk, 
ind with anothers Spicir talk, 
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Nor can her beams a hear convey 
That may my frozen boſome warm , 
Unleſs her Smiles have pow'r, as they 
Thar a crols charm can countercharm ; 
Bur this 15 {uch a pleakvg pain 
I'm loth to be aliye a921n, Another 
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all, 


Another, 


[| Did believe I was in Heav'n 
When firſt the Heav'n her ſelf was givn, 

rs That in my heart her beams did paſſe 

As ſome the Sun keep in a glaſle , 

Sothat her Beauties thorow me 

Did hurt my Rival-Evemy, 

Bur fare alaſs! decreed it fo, 

That I was Engine to my woe ; 

For as a corner'd Chri(tal Spot 

My heart Diaphanous was not , 

But ſolid Stuffe, where her Eye flings 

Quick fire npon the catching (iripgs: 

Yer asart Trwumphs in the Night , 

You ice the Princes Arms in Liohe ; 

So when I once was {et on flarne 

! burnt all ore the Letters of her Name, 


ODE. 


I, 
Y are deceivd ; I ſooner may dull fair , 
Seat a dark Moor in Caſſiopears chair , 
Or on the Glow-worms uielefle Light 
Beſtow the watchioy tizmes of Night 
Or give the Roles breath 
To executed Death , 
Ere the bright hiery 
Ot Veiſero you 1 
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RR 


* is juſt Heaven on Beauty lamps a fame 
And we alaſs ! ics Triumphs bur proclaim, 8 
2. "i 
What chains bur are roo light for me, ſhould 1 N 
Say that Luca/?a, in (irange Arms could le ; 
<> C aſtara were impure , 
O: Sarcartſa's faith unſure : 


— 


That Chloris Love as hair 
Embrac'd each Errmies ai: : [ 
Thar all their 900d 
Ran 15 their blood : M 
*Tis the ſame wrong tlyanworthy to in:hrone 
As from her proper iphere r' have vertue thrown. : 
3. 

/® That firange force on the ignoble hath renown , 

I As eAurum Fulminans, it blows Vice down ; a1 
| Y 'Twere berter (heavy one) to crawl A 
| | l Forgot, then raiſed trod on, fall : 

[7 All your defections now 

j 4 Are not writ on your brow, & 

Oates ro faults give ot 

# A ſhame, mull live, 7 
| 1. Whena fart miit we view, we coughing run ; ab 
| } Burthat once Meteor drawn, all cry, undone, 

ſi 


4. 
% Howbrightthe fair Pau/ina did appear , 
® Whenhbid in Jewels ſhe did ſeem a Star : 
| But who could ſoberly behold 
I A wicked Owl in Cloath of Gold > 
| 


Or the ridiculous Ape , 
* InſacredVeſts's Shape ? | of 


YO 
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So doth avree 

Juſt Praiſe with thee ; 
For ſince thy birth #ave thee no beauty, know 
No Poets pencil muſt or cando lo, 


The Duell. 


b 
| RO drunk the other day , knocke at my breſt , 
ut I, alas! was not witiun: 
My man, my Ear, told me he cawer” arteſt, 
That withovt cauſ- i jad boxed him 
And bartered the Windows of minecyes 
And took my heart tor one of 's Nunneries, 


I wondred at the overage fiferernrn'd b 
And (tormed at the baſe affront ; 
And by a friend of mine: bold faith, that burw'd, 
I call 'd him roa Rtrict Accompr. 
He ſaid ,that by the Law. the chalieng'd might 
Take the advantage both of Arms; and Fight, 


Jo 
{ Two darts of equal length and points he ſent, 


And nobly gave. che choyce to me ; 
Which I not wetgh'd, young and indifferent ; 
Now full of novght bm Victorie, 
50 we both met in one of's Mothers Groves, 
1herime, at the firlt murm'ring of her Doves, 


4. 
I tiripr my ſelf naked all ore as he, 
For ſo I was beſt arm'd , when bare ; 
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His tw paſſe did my Liver raje; yet 1 
Made home a fallify too neer 


For when my Arm to us titrve diltance came 
I nothing couch d bur a fantatiick flame, 


This, this is Love we 1; ily quarrel fo, 
An idle Doxn- Quichoteric : 

We whip our ſelves with our own twilted wo z 
And wound the Ayre for a bly. 

The only way i'updo this Enemy , 

Is ro laugh at the Boy, and he will cry. 


CuPiDp far gone. 


VV Hat ſo beyond all eket i5 the Elf, 
Now he hath got out of himlicl: ' 
His fatal Enemy the Bee, 
Nor his decetv'd Artillerie; 
His Shackles, nor the Roſes bough 
Ne't halfio netled him as he is gow. 
3. 
See !ats own Mother he is offering , 
His Finger now fits any Ring ; 
Old Cybele he would enjoy , 
And now the Girl,and now the Boy, 
He proffers Jove a back Careſle , 
Apd all his Love inthe Autipodes, 


3» 
Jealous of his chaft Pſyche, raging he , 
Quarrels the Student Mercurie And 


And 
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And with a proud ſubmiſſive Breath 
Offers to change his Darts with Death, 


He (trikes at the bright Eye of Day 
And j«ne tumbles in her milky way. 


The dear Sweet "I or the Gods he tells, 
And with loath'd hate lov'd heaven he ſwells ; 
Now like a fury he belies 
Myriads of pure Virginities ; 

And ſwears , with this falſe frenzy hurl d, 

There's not a vertuous She in all theWerld, 


F, 
Olympus he renownces , then deſcends , 
And makes a friendſhip with the Fiends ; 
Bids { haroy be no more a ſlave, 
He Argos rigg*'d with Stars ſhall have ; 
And triple Cerberss from below 
Muſt leaſtvd © himſelt with him a hunting $0, 


A Mock-Song. 


Ow #hichalls inthe grave 
And our Head is our {lave 
The-brighr pearl in his cloſe ſhell of Oyſter ; 
Now the Miter is loſt, 
The proud Prelates, too, Creſt, 
And all Rome's conkn'd ro a Cloylier : 
He that Targus was fiyl'd , 
Our white Land's exil'd, 
Yea undefil'd , 
Not a Court Ape's left to contute ws : 
Then 
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Then let your Voycesriſe high , 
As your Colours did fly , 
Avd flour'ihing cry , 
Long live the brave Olrver- Bru, 
3. 
Now the San is unarm'd, 
And the Moon by us charm'd , 
Allthe Stars dillolv'd roa Jelly ; 
New the Thighs of the Crown, 
Andthe Armsare lopp'd down, 
And the Bedj is all bur a Belly : 
Ler the Commons 90 ON, 
The Town is our own) 
We'l cule a'one ; 
For the Kmyhts have y ielded their Spent-2orge ; 
And an order is tane , 
With HONY $O1T profane , 
Shout forth amain , 
For our Dragon hath vanquiih'd the Sr.George. 


A Fly caught in a Cobweb. 


Mall rype of great enes , that do hum 
Within this whole World's narrow Room » 
Thar with a buhie hollow Noiſe 
Catch at the people's vainer Voice » 
And with ſpread Sails play wich thei: breath , 
Whoſe very Hails new chriften Death, 
Poor Fly caught in an airy net, 
Thy Wings have ferter'd now thy teet ; 
Where like a Lyon 1n a Toyl; 
Howere , thou keep'it a noble Coyl , 


m— 
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ear'lt thy geryrous breaſt, that ore 


Andb 
he Aeon thy fatal buzzes rore, 
h 


Till chy\all-belly-d foe (round Elf 
Hath quarter'd thee within himſelt, 
Was it not better once to play 
Þ ﬆh'* light of a Majeftick Ray 
Where thou .h too neer and bold, the fice 
Might findge thy upper down atrire » 
And thou ith* Rorm ro looſe an Eye , 
A Wivpg, or a (eli-rrappipg Thigh ; 
Yetthadit rhou faln like him , whoſe Coll 
Made Fiſhes inthe Sea to broyl ; 
When now th' aft ſcap'd the noble Flame , 
Trapp'd baſely ina flimy frame ; 
Andfree of Air. thou art become 
Slave to the ſpawn of Mud and Lome, 
Nor is'c enough thy ſelf do'ſt drefle 
Totby ſwoln Lord a num'rous meſle , 
And by degrees thy thinVeins bleed, 
And piece-meal do(t his poyſon feed; 
Bur now devour'd, att like to be 
\ Net (pun for thy Familie , 
nd ſtraighe expanded in the Air 
ang'|t for thy 1/fue roo a ſpare, 
range witty Death, andcruel ill , 
12t killing hee, thou thine doſt kill ! 
ike Pies in whoſe intombed ark, 
\11 Fowl crowd downward to a Lark ; 
[hou art thine En'mies Sepalcher , 
nd in thee burielt coo thine heir, 
D 2 Yer 
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Yet Fares a elory have reſerv'd 
For one ſo highly hath ceſerv'd ; 
Asthe R hineceros doth dy 
Under his Cafile-Enemy , 

As through the Cranes trunk Throat doth ſpeed , 
The <Aſpe doth on his feeder feed; 
Fall yer triumphant 1n thy woe , 
Bound with the eptrails of thy foe, 


A Fly about a Glaſſe of Burnt Claret. 


I, 
Orcbear this liquid Fire, Fly, 
It is more fatal chien the dry , 

That tingly, but embracing, wounds , 
And this at once, both burns and drewns, 
2, 

The Salamander that in hear 

And flames doth cool his mon(trous ſwear ; 
Whoſe fan a glowing cake, is ſaid, 
Ot this red furnace 1s afraid. 


]. 
Viewing the Ruby-chriſtal ſhine , 
Thou tak'ſt it for Heaven-Chriſtalline ; 
Anon thou wilt be raught to groan, 
'Tis an a\cended Acheroy, 


A Snowball- hear: ane ler fall, 
And take it our a Fire-ball: 
An Icy brealt in it betrayd , 
Breaks a deſtruftive wild Granade, 


ft, 
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5. 
Tis» this, makes Venus Alrars ſhine , 
11s kindles frolty Hymer's Pine ; 
Vhen the Boy grows old in his defires , 
his Flambean Coth rew light his fires, 


hough the cold Hermit ever wall » 

Vhoſe fighs do freeze, and rears drop hail , 
Dace having pailzd this , will ner 
nother flaciin,, purging fear, 


he Veſts! Irinkins doth burn, 
low more than in her fun'ral Urn ; 
er hres, that ryich the Sun kept races 
ce now ex*1n;uifn'd by her Face, 

8. 
he Chym:/t, that himſelfdoth ill, 
«© him bur ta(t this Limbecks bill, 
Ind prove this \nblimated Bowl , 
el ſwear it will calcine a Soul. 


9. 

(ble and brave! now thou doſt know , 

ſhe falie prepared decks below , 

Dolt rhou che fatal liquor ſvp » 

-ne drop alas: thy Barque blowes up. 
10, 

'hat airy Country haſt ro fave, 

hoſe plagves thou'l: bury in thy grave > 

ar even now thou ſcemit to us 


'Þo this Gulphs brink a Curtizs, 11, And 


FEA > ht l 
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| IT, 
And n6w th' art faln ( magnanimous Fly ) 
In, where thine Ocean doth try , 
Like the Sun's ſon who bluſt'd the flood , 
To a complexion of blood. 
I2, 
Yer ſee! my glad Auricular 
Redeems thee ( though diflolv'd ) a Star, . 
Flagey thy Wings, and icorch'd thy Thighs , 
Thou ly'it a doudle Sacrifice, 
ty, 
And now my warming , cooling , breath , 
Shall a new li'c afford in Death; 
See ! in the Hoſpital of my hand 
Already cur'd , thou fierce do't tiand, 
| : I'4, 
Burnt Inſet! doſt rthon reafpire 
Toe moiit-hot-glafle . and liquid fre 
] ſee! tis ſuch a pleaſing pain, 
Thou would'it be icorct'd, and drown'd agai. 


Female Glory. 


, Ong ft the worlds wonders. there doth yet wemr 9 1n 
One greater than the reft that's all thoſe o're ag as 
And her own ſelf beſide; A i.ady whoſe ſoft Breaſt , 
Is with vaſt Honours Soul, and Virtues Life poſſeſt. 

Fair, 4s Original Light, firſt fromthe Chaos ſot 
FWhea day inVirgin-beams triumphd,and Night was not 


es 


- 
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eAnd «5 that Breath infuvd 1n the New- breather G ood) 
hen 111 unknown was dumb , and Bad not wnderflood ; 
Cheartul. as that el \peit at this worla's fimijvang , 
When C hernbums clapp 4 win g rand th Sons of Heav'n «id 
Ing. 
Chalt a5 th* Arabian b:rd , who all the Ar wa - 
And en in Flames expires, when with her ſelf ſhe lyes, 
Ch! it's as kind as drops of new faln April Showers , 
1hat on each gentle breaſt,ſpring freſh per fuming flowers; 
She's ConttantyGen'rous, Fixty/) e's Calm, ſhe x5 the All 
We can of Verrge, Honour, Faith, er Glory Call, 
And te 1; (mhons I thiu tranſmit to endleſs fame) 
Mittreſſe oth' /-rld,;and me, & LAURA tr ber Name. 


em 


— 


A Dialogue. 


Lute and Voice. 


L. n Laura , (ing, whilſt filent are the Sphears , 
aJAnd allthz eyes of Heaven ace turn'd to Ears, 


, Touch thy dcad Woeod,and make each living tree, 
Lnchain 1ts feet , rake arms, and follow thee. 


Chorgs. 


L. Sing. V. Touch. O Touch, L. O Sing) 


Beth, 1c is the Souls, Souls, Sole offering. 
D 4 "Touch 


wel LR, * 


/ 


40 oy 


V.Touch the Divinity of thy Chords, and make 


Each Heart firing tremble, and each Sinew ſhake, | 


ZL.Whilſ with your Voyce you Rarihie the Air, 
None bur an hoſt of Angels hover here, 


Chorxs, Sing, Touch, &c, 


V.Touch thy ſoft Lute, and in each gentle thread, 
The Lye» and the Panther Captive lead. 


I,,Sing, and in Heav'n Inthrone depoſed Love , 
Whilſt Apgels dance and Fiends in order move. 


Double ( horas, 


What ſacred Charm may this then be 
| In Harmonie 
That thus can make the Angels wild , 
The Devils mild , 
And reach low Hell to Heav'o to ſwell , 
And the High Heav'n to ſtoop to Hell, 


A Mock. Charon. 


DIALOGUE. 


Cha, W. ( leer 
7 Harm | Thou Slave ! Thou Fool! Thou Cava- 
Cha, A Slave, a Fool, What Traitors voice I Hear > 
ER I, Come 


k out id. , watt wer 


W. 
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z9,Come bring thy Boat.Ch.No Sir,W.No firrah why? 
e, | Cha. The Blelt will eiſagtee, and Fiends will mutiny 
| Arthy, atthy, numbred Treachery. 
7, Villain, 1 bave a Paſs, which who difdains , 
[ will ſequelier the El/:z12s plains, 
Cha, Woes me! Ye gentle (hades!where ſhall I dwell: 
He's come ! I: is not fate robe in Hell. 


? C hoy #9, 
Thus man. his Honor loſt, falls onthele Shelves; 
Furies and Hends are (till rrue to themlelves, 


Cha. You muſt loſt Fool come in, #. Oh lee mein! 
Bur now | fear thy Boar will tink with my ore- 
( weighty (0. 
Where courteous Charon am I now? C ha,Vilz Rant! 
Artly Gates of thy ſupreme Judge Rhadawart, 


—_— _ <—— — 
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Double C horas of Drve!*, 
Welcome to Rape, to Their, to Perurie, 
Toall the ills thon werr, we canot hope to be ; 
On putty us condemn'd ! Oh ceaſe to wooe z 
_ I} Andlottly, ſotcly breath, lealt you inet us too, 
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The Toad and Spyder. 
A Duell. 


; Pon a Day when the Dog-ſiar 
oo Untothe World proch:iim'd a War, 
L And 
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Andpoylon bark'd irom his black Throat , 


And from his jaws Iintection ſhort , 
Under a deadly Hen-bine ſhade 
With ſlime internal Mitts ace made ; 
Mec the two dreaded Enemics , 
Having their Weapons in their Eyes, 
Firlt trom his Den rolls torch rhac Load, 
Ot Spite and Hate the ſpeckl'd Toad , 
And trom his Chaps a foam doth ſpawn , 
Such as the loarhed three Heads yawn, 
Defies his foe with a fell Sper, 
To wade through DeXh ro meer with it ; 
- Then in his. Self the Lymbeck turns, 
And his Elixird poyſon Urns. 
Arachne once the tear *oth Maid 
Cceleſiial , thus unro her pray'd: 
Heaven's blew-ey'd Dauchter, thine own Mother ! 
The Python-killing Sun's thy Brother, 
Oh ! chou from o0ds that did'Rt deſcend, 
With a poor Virgin to centend , 
Shall ſeed of Earth and Hell ere be 
A Rival ip thy Victorie > _ 
Pallmu aflents ! for now long time 
' Andpity, had clean rins'd her crime ; 
When ftraight ſhe doth wich active kce , 
Her many leoged toe ipipire. 
Have you not ie?n a C haract lye 
A great Cathegral w the Sea 
Linder whole Fabylonian Walls 
A ſiall thin fcigort-Alms houle (talls , 


| 
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So in his (lime the Taad doth Alnar , 

And th' Spyder by. bur ſeems his Boat ; 
And now the Naumachie Begins 

(loſe to the Surtace, her telt ſpins: 
Arachae, when ber toc lers flye 

A broad-tide ot his Breath, too high , 
]hat's over-(hot, the wilely ftour 
Adviſed Maid doth rack about , 

And now her prichy barque doth {wear , 
Chat'd in her own blick tory wer ; 
Lathe and cold beiore, the brin?s 

New fires to her contracted Stirgs , 

And with diſcolour'd Spumes Goth blait 
The Hetbs that to their Cenrer haft. 
Now to the Neighb'ring Henbane top 
Arachne hach her ſelf wound up » 

And thence, rom irs Cilared Leaves, 
By hec own Cordizye cownwarc 'S WEAVES ; 
And doth her Town of Foe Ariack, 


And forms the Ramy1ers of his Back 


Which taken in her Colours ipread , 
March to ith' Citadel ot's flead. 

Now as 11 Witty torturing Sp, 
the Brain is vext, to vcx the Brain : 
Where FHereticks bare Heads are arm'd 
In a cloſe Helm, and in it charm'd 
An overgrown and Meagre Rar, 


That Peece-meal nibbles himſelf far ; 


So on the Toa; blew-checquei'd Scull 
[he Spidey vlutrons her (elf tull, 
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And Vomiting her Styp:an Seeds, 
Her poyion, on his poyſon, feeds : 
Thus rhe invenom'd Toad , now grown 
Big, with more poylon than his own , 
Doth gather all his pow'rs, and ſhakes 
His Stormer in's Dilgorged Lakes; 
And wounded now, apace Crawls on 
To his next Plantane Surgeon ; 
With whoſe rich Balm no ſooner drelit, 
Bur purged, is his hick (ſwoln Brealt ; 
And as a glorious Combarant , 
That only reſts a while ro pant; 
Then with repeated (trengrh, and Scars; - 
That ſmarting, fire him tro new Wars, 
Deals Blows that thick themſelves prevent , 
As they.would gain tne time he ſpent, 

So the diſdaining angry Toad , 
Thar , calls bur a thin uſeleſs Load : 
His fatal feared (elt comes back 
With unknown Venome fill'd to crack, 
Th amaſed Spider now uacwin'd , 
Hath crept up, and her felt new lin'd 
Wirth freſh ſalc foams, and Mills that blaſt 
The Ambient Air as they palt, 
And now me thinks a Sphy».'s wing 
I pluck, and do not write but (ting ; 
With their black blood, my pale inks blent 
Gall's bur a faint Ingredienr, 
The Pol'tick Toad doth now withdraw » 
Watn'd, higher ip (ampania, 

There 


F 
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There wiſely doth intrenched deep, 

His Body, in a Body keep, 

And leaves a wide and open paſs 

T' invite the foe up to his jaws; 

Which there within a foggy blind 

With fourſcore fire-arms were lin'd 

The 2en'rous ative Spider doubrs 

More Ambuſcadoes, then Redoubts ; 

So within ſhort ſhe doth pickear , 

Now eall's the Flank, and now the Rear ; 

As that the Toad in's owndilpite 

Muft change the manner of his fight, 

Who like a glorious General , 

With ene home Charvee, lets fly at All, 

Chat'd witch 2a fourio!'d ven'mous Foam 

Of Scorn, Revenge . His Foesand's Own ; 

He ſeats him 1n his loathed Chair , 

New-made him by each Mornings Air, 

With glowing Eyes, he doth ſurvey 

Th' vndaunted hoatt, he calls his prey; 

Then his dark Spume he grely laps , 

And ſhows the foe his Grave, his Chaps, 
Whilit the quick wary Amazon 

Of "vantage takes occalion , 

And with her troop of Legos Curreets, 

In a full ſpeed wich all her Speers; | 

Down (as ſome mountain or a Mouſe ) 

On her {mall Cor he flings his houſe, 

Wirthour the poyſonof the Elf, 

The Toad had like C have burſt hinaſelf , 


o 
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For ſage Arachne with good heed, 
Had ſtopt herſelf upon tull ſpeed ; 
And 's body now dilordet'd, on 
She falls ro Execution. 
The paſſive Toad now only can 
Contemn, and ſuffer : Here bevan 
The wronged Maids ingenious Rage , 
Which his hearr venome mutt Aflwage ; 
One Eye ſhe hath ſper onr , range Smother ! 
When one flame doth pur our Another , 
And one Eye wimily ſpar'd, that he 
Mighc bur behold his miſerie; 
She on each ſpot a wound doth print , 
Andeach ſpeck hath a ſting within'c ; 
Till he but one new Bliſter is. 
And ſwefls his own Periphralis ; 
Then fainting, fick, and yellow, pale, 
She baths him wirh her ſulph'rous State ; 
Thus (lacked 1s her Srygian fire , 
And ſhe vouchſafes now to retire; 
Anon the Toad begins to pant , 
Berhipks him of ik* Almighty plant , 
Andleft he peece-meal ſhould be ſped, 
Wiſely doth finiſh himſelf dead. _ 
Whilſt the gay Girl, as was her fate , 
Doth wanton and luxuriate , 
And crowns her conqu/rinsg head all ore 
With fatall Leavesof Hellebore , 
Not gueſſing at the pretions Aid 
Was lent her by the Heavenly Maid. 
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The neer expiring Toad now rowls 
Himſelf in lazy bloody Scrowls , 
Toth' ſov'raign Salve of all his ills , 
That only lite and health difhills, 
But loe! a Terror above all 
That ever yer did him befall! 
Pallas ill mindful of her foe, 
( Whilſt they did with each fires glow ) 
Had to the place the Spiders Lar 
Diſpath'd betore the Ev'nings Star ; 
He learned was in Natures Laws 
Ot all her foliage knew rhe cauſe , 
And 'mongſt the reſt in his choice want 
Urplanced had this Plantane planr. 
The all-confounded 7oad doth ſee 
His lite fled with his Remegie, 
Andin a glorious Deſpair 
Firlt burſt himſelf, and next the Air ; 
Then with a Diſmal Horred yell, 
Bears down his loathſome Breath to Hell. 
Bur what ineſtimable bliis 
This to the ſated Virgin is » 
Who as before of her fiend foe , 
Now full is of her Goddeſs roo ; 
She from her fertile womb hath ipun 
Her ſtatelie(t Pavillion , 
Whillt all her fGilken Flags diſplay , 
And her triumphanc Banners play ; 
Where Pall ſhe ith* midſt doth praiſe » 
And counterteits her Brothers Rayes » 


Nor 
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Nor will ſhe her dear Lar forger , 
Victorious by his Benefit ; 
Whoſe Roof inchanted ſhe dorh free, 
From hauvyrivg Gnat, and goblin Bee , 
Who trappd in her prepared Toyle , 
Totheir defirnAion keep a coyle, 

Then ſhe uplocks the Toad's dire Head, 
Wirthin whoſe cell is treaſured 
Thar pretious ſtone , which ſhe doth call 
A noble recompence for all , 
And to her L:r doth ir preſent , 
Of his fair Aida Monumenc, 


4 


. 
— hs by * 
Bu #4 ” "4 R 


49 


'The Triumphs 
PHILAMORE oe AMORET. 


To the Nobleſt of our Youth 
And Beſt of Friends, 


CHARLES COTTON 


FE {quire. 
Being at Berisford, at his houſe in Staffordſhire, 
From LONDON. 
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[1 R your fad abſence I complain,as Earth (birth 
whom 2 hid Sprivg , thar gave her verdures 
4ho now her cheerful A; omarick Head 
rinks in her cold and diſmal wicow'd bed ; 
Vh1ilit the talie Sun her Lover doth him move 
zelow, and toth' Aztipedes make Love. 
What Fate was mine.when in mine obicure Cave 
Shur up almoſt cloſe Pritoner in a Grave ) ( Night, 
our Beams covld reach me through this Vauit 0. 


\nd Canton the dark Dun: 2con with Ligat! 
'S \Vhence 
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Whence me (as gen'rous Spakys) you unbound, 
Whilit I now know my ſelf both Free and Crown\, 
Bur as at Meacha's rombe, the Devour blind 

Pilgrim (great Husband of his Sight and Mind) 

Pays to no other Obzett this chal priſe, 

Then with hot Earth anoynts out both his Eyes : 

So havirg ſeen your dazling Glories ſtore ; 

It 1s enough, and {in for to ſee more } 
Or,do you thus thoſe pretious Rayes withdraw 

To whert my dull Beams, keep my Bold in avy > 

Or, are you gentle and compaſſionate, 

You will not reach me Regulms his Fare > 

Brave Prince who Eagle-ey'd of Eacle kind , 

Werr blindly damn'd to leokthine owp ſelf blind! 
Bur oh return thoſe Fires, too Cruel Nice! 

For whilſt you fear me Cindars, See! I'm lce ; 

A nummed ſpeaking clod, and mine own ſhow, 

My Self copgeal*d, a Man cut ovt in Snow : 

Return thoſe living Fires, Thou who that valt 

Double advantage trom one cy'd Heav'n haſt ; 

Look with one Sz», though t but Obl:quely be, 

Andif not ſhine, vouchlate ro wink on me. 
Percieyc you pot a gentle, gliding heat , TH 

And quickning wa :mch that makes the Sratwa {weat;Þ / 

As revrend Dxcar4#'s back-flups None 

Whoſe rough oiir-tide ſoftens ro Skin, anon 

Each crulty Vein with wer red 1s ſupplrd 

Whilſt nought ©! Scone bur in its heart doth *bide, 
So from the cugged North,where your ſoit itay 

F!zrh tampt them a Meridian, and kind day ; | 
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And count the re(t but Pageantry before, 
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Where now each « /a Mods Inhabitant , 

Himſelf and's Manners both do pay you rent » 
And*bout your houſe (your Pallace)doth reſort 
And ſpire of Fate and War creates a Courr, 

So from the taught North, when you ſhall returs 
To glad thoſe Looks that ever fincedid mourn , 
When men uncloathed of chemſelves you'l ſee , 
Then (tart new made, fir, what they ought to be; 
Haſt! haſt! you chat your Eyes onrare Sights feed, 
For thus the golden 77;umph is decreed. 

The twice-borp God , ill gay and ever young , 
With Ivie crown'd, firti leads the glorious Thropg: 
He Ariadnes ſtarry Coronet 
Deſigns for ch* brighter Beams of Amoret ; 

Then doth he broach his Throne ; and fingingquatt 
Unto her Health his pipe of God-head off, 

Him follow the recanting, vexipg Nine » 

Who, wiſe, now fog thy lattivg Fame in Wine ; 
Whilſt Phebas not trom ch'Eait, your Feaſt adorn, 
But from ch inſpir'd Canaries roſe this morn, 

Now you are come , Winds in their Caverns fit, 
And nothing breaths, but new inlarged Wit ; 

Hark! One proclaims it P:4cleto be fad , 


| And ctv people call'c Religion ro be Mad, 


But now, as at a Coronation 
VVhen noy(e,the guard,and trumpets are oreblown; 
The lent Commons mark their Princes way z 


# And with (till Reyerence beth look;and pray ; 


So they amaz'd, expeCting do adore , 
Behold! 
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Behold! an Hoaſt of Virgins, pure as th” Air, 
In her ficlt tace , ere Milt; durſt vayl hee hair 
Their ſnowy Veſts, VVhire as their whirer Skin, 
Or theic for chaſter whiter i boughrs withis: 
Roſes they breath'd and {trew's. as ifthe tine 
Heaven, did to Earth his Wreathof ſ{wers refigne ; 
They ſang aloud! Thrice, Oh Thrice happy They 
T hat can like theſe in Love both yield and [may. 

Next Herald Fame (a Purple Clowd her bears) 
In an imbroider'd ( oar of Eyes and Ears, 
Proclaims the Triumph, and theſe Lovers glory ; 
Then in a book of Steel Records the Story, 

And now a Youth of more than God-like form , 
Didthvioward minds of the dumb Throng Alarm ; 
Ail nak'd, each part betray'd unto the Eye , 

Chaſltly, for neirher Sex ow'd he orſhe, 

And this was Heav ply Love ; by hi; bright hand , 

A Boy of worſe than earthly ſinffe did ltand ; 

His Bow broke.his Fires out, and his Wings clipr , 
And ke black Slave from all his falie flames fQtripr ; 
Whoſe Eyes were new rel{tor'd, but ce confeſle 

Th: - days bright bl Te, and his own wrerchednefle; 
Who ſwell'd with envy. buritins wich dildain, 

Did cry co cry, and weep them our again, 


And now what !icav'n mult I invade, what Sphere | 


Rifle of all her Stars rtinthrone her chere > 

No Phebas by thy Boys fate we beware, 

Th unruly flames ot firebrand, rhy Carr ; 

Although ſhe there once pl ac*d.rhou Sx» ſhouldit fee 

Thy day both Nobler governed and thee, 
Drive 
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| Drive on Pootes thy co heavy wayn) 
Then greaſe thy V Vheeis with Amber in the Main , 
kin, And Neptwxe, thou to thy falſe Ther gallop y 
Appollys ſet wiciin thy Bed of Scallop : 
VVhilſt Amoret on the reconciled VVinds 
-ne ; | Mounted, and drawn by fix Czlettial Minds , 
She armed was with Innocence , and fire 
That did not burn, for it was Chaſt Deſire ; 
$) | VVhilit a new Light doth gild che ſtanders by ; 
Behold ! it was a Davy ſhot from her Eye ; 
'; [Chafing perfumes orh' Exit did chrong and ſweat » 
Bur by her breath, they melting back were bear, 
rm, YA Crown of Yer-nere-lighted itars ſhe wote » 
1m; Fln her (oft hand a bleeding Hearr the bore 
And round her lay Millions of broken more ; 
Then a wing'd Crier thrice aloud did call, 
d , Net Fame proclaims this one great Priſe for all, 
By her a Lady that might be call'd fair 1 
Pt » BAndyjuſtly, bur that Amoret was there , 
pt; NV Vas Pris'ner led, th* unvaieweq Robe (he wore , 
ade infinice Lay Lovers to adore , 
fie; FV Vho vaivly tempt her Reſcne (1nadly bold) 
hained 1D fixreen thouſand links of gold ; 
bryſetta thus (Loaden with treaſn:es) Slave 
ere gDid trow the paſs wich Pearls, and her way pave, 
But loe ! the glorious Cauſe of all this high 
[rne heav'nly Rate , Brave Philamore draws nigh ! 
; 'Vhonot himſelf, more ſeems himſzlt ro be, 
tee Fund with a facred Excaiie doth lee; 
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Fixt and nnmev'd on's PiHars he doth ay , 
And Joy transforms him his own Status ; 
Nor hath he pow'r to breath, er ſtrength to greet 
The gentle Offers of his Amoret , 
VVho now amaz'd at 's noble Breaſt doth knock , 
And with a Kiſs his gen'rous heart uplock ; 
VVhilk ſhe and the whele pomp doth enter there , 
VVhence Her nor Time nor Fate ſhall ever tear, 
But whether am I hurld ! ho! Back! Awake 
From thy glad Trance ; to thine old Sorrow take ! 
Thgs afrer view of all the Indies tore , 
The Slave rerurns unto his Chain and Oar ; 
Thus Poets who all Night in bleſt Heav ns dwell ,; 
Are call 'd next morn co their true living Hel! ; 
So I unthrifty, re my ſelf untrue , 
Riſe cloath'd with real wants, 'cauſe wanting you, 
And whar ſubſtantial Riches I poſleſle , 
] muſt co theſe unvalued Dreams confeſle, 
Bur all out Clowds ſhall be oreblown, when thee 
In our Horizon, bright, once more we ſee ; 
VVhen thy dear preſence ſhall our Souls new dreſs , 
And ſpring an univerſal cheerfulneſle ; 
VVhen we ſhall be orewhelm'd in Joy, like they 
Thar change their Night, for a vaſt half-years day. 
Then fhall the wretched Few, that do repine , 
See; and recant their Blaſphemies in VVine ; 
Then ſhall chey grieve that thought I've ſuns to free 
High andaloud of thy true worth and Thee , 
And their fowl Herehes and Lips ſubmir 
To th' all-forgiving Breath of Amoret , 


And 
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And me alone their angers Object call, 
That from my height {o miſerably did fall ; 


And crie out my Invention thin and poor , 
VVho have ſaid nought; (ince I could fay no more, 
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Adwice to my beſt Divided 


Coll: Francis Caroline. 


Rank, wilt live unhandiomely > crult nor roo ar 
Thy felf ro waving Seas. tor what thy {tar 
C1lculared by ſure event mutt be , 
Look iv the Glaſly-epithice and ſee. 


Yer (ertle here your reſt, and rake your (tate, 
And in calm Halcy2'sneſt ev'n build your Fare 
Prethee lye cown ſecurely, Frank, and keep 
VVith as much no noyle the inconitant Deep 
As its Inhabitants ; nay (tedtait tiand , 

As if diſcover*.} were a New-tound-land 

Fir tor Plantation here ; cream, dream till, 
Lull'd in D:oze's cradle, dream, uni 1ll 
Horrcitr awake your ſenſe, and you noiv find 
Your ſelf a bubled pattime tor the V Vind ; 
Andinloole 7 hetis blankers rorn and tolt , 
Frank to undo thy ſelf why art at Colt ? 
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| Nor be too confident , fix'd on the ſhore, 
For even that too borrows trom the liore 
O* herrich Neighbour, fince now wiſe(t know , 
( And this to Gattleo's j.dgement ow ) 
The palve Earth ic ſelt 1s every jor 
As trail, inconltant, waveing as that blot 
VYe 
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VVe _ vpon the Deep, That ſometimes lies 
Chang'd,y ou would cb1ok; with's bocoms praperties 

But this e einal tirange /x19975 wheel 

O: giddy earthy ne”; whirling leavesto reel 

Ti! | all thinos ae inverted, rill they are 

Tur'd co that Antick corfus'd fate rhey were, 


VVh» loves the golden mean, doth ſafely wapt 
A cobwebb'd Cor, and wrongs entail'd nporyc 3 
He richly neecsa Pallace for to breed 
Vipers and Mot hs, that on their teeder feed, 
The roy rhar we (roo true) a Miſtreſs call , 

VVhol- Looking- glats anc —_ weighs up all ; 
AndCloaths whichLorks would play withzin cheSun, 
That mock him in the Nigh I whey COUIte is fins 


To iear an ecuice by Art {o hig 

That envy So $1971 reach it bir nereye., 
Nay wich :t 160 ant cone n-er t,woulg '{t rhou «NOV 
How (ueh a Se1 5." e {hol | by ra15d > bunld low, 
The bluit';ing winds 1nvil.ble rough Rroak , 

fore often ſhakes the iubbo: n'{i» prop'reit Oak, 
\nd in proud Turrets we behold withal , 

[1s the Irmpe arid top declines 19 tall, 

lor does Heav'ns lightning {trike the humble Vales 
3ur high aſpiring Mounts batters and icales, 


A breaſt of provf dehies ail Shocks of Fate , 
ears 1D the bett, hopes in the worler ſtare ; 
leaven forbid that, as of old, Time ever 
lou; it'd 10 Sprixg y 10 Contrary, now never : Thar 
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T hat mighty breath which blew fool Wieter hither, 
Can eas'lypuffe ic to a fairer weather, 

VVhy dolt deſpair then, Fraxck , e/£olus has 

' A Zephyrus as well as Boreas, 


"Tis a falſe Sequel, Soleciſme,*gainit thoſe 
Precepts by fertune giv'n us, to ſuppoſe 
That caufe it 1s new 111, 'c will ere be (o ; 
eApollo doth not always bend his Bow ; 
Bur oft uncrowned of his Beams divine ; 
VVith his fotrt harp awakesthe ſleeping Nine. 


Inftriteſt things magnanimous appear , 
Greater in hope, howere thy tare, then fear : 
Draw all your Sails in quickly,though no ftorm 
Threaten your ruine witha fad alarm ; \ 
For tell me how they differ, cell me pray , 
A cloudy tempeſt; and a too fair day. 
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An Anniverſary 


On the Hymeneals of my noble Kinſman 
Tho.!\Stanley Eſquire, 


I 
He day is curI'd about agen 
To view the ſplendor ſhe was in ; 
When firit with hallow'd hands 
The holy man knit the myſterious bars ; 
When you two your contracted Souls did move , 
Like Cherubim: above , 
And did make Love ; 
As your un-underlianding iflve now 
Iona glad (igh, a ſmile, a rear, a Vow. 
2, 
Tell me, O (elt-reviving Sun , 
In thy Perigrination! 
Halt thou beheld a pair 
Twilt their ſoft beams like theſe in their chaſt air ;* 
As from bright numberleſfle imbracing rayes 
Are (prvng th' indulirious dayes; 
So when they gazes 
And change their tectile Eyes with the new morn, 
A beaureous Off'pring is ſhot forth, not bory, 
3, Be 
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Be witneſs then, all-ſceing Sun, 
Old Spy, thou that thy race hatt run , 
In tull five choutand Rings ; 
— Torhee wereever pu; er Offecinos 
Sent oy the Wings of Faith, and thou of Night 
Curtain of their delight, 
By theſe made brighr , 
Have you not matked theirC eleftial play , 
And no more peek'd the gayeties of day. 


4. 
Come then pale Virgins, Roſes ftrow , 
Mipgled with /o's as you go; 
The ſnowy Oxe is kill'd 
The Fane with prov'lice Lads and Lifles filt'd, 
You too may hope the ſame ſeraphick joy , 
Old time cannot detiroy , 
Nor tulnefle cloy , 
When like theſe , you ſhall ſtamp by Sympathies , 
Thonſands of neyw-born-loyes with your chaſt eyes, 
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Paris's ſecond Judgement, 


Upon the three Daughters of my Dear 
Brother Mr. R. Czlar. 


Ehold ! three Sifter wonders, in whom mer, 
Diltin& and chalt, th Splendors counterteic 
Ot Juno, Venus, and the warlike Maid , 
Each in their three Divinities array'd! 
The Majeliy and State ot Heav'os great Queen , 
And when (he treats the gods, her noble Meen ; 
The ſweet victorious beauties, and defires 
O' thi Sea-born Princeis, Empreſle too of Fires ; 
The cred Arts, ard glorious ] awrels, corn 
From the fair brow & th Loddei'e Father-born; 
es, All rheſe were quarte: dineach inuyry cot , 
1es, | ith cantor'd honours of their own ©© Hoot : 
Paris by Fate new-wak'd irc. his dead Cell, 
Is charg'd to give his doom imnoſlible, 
He viewsg4mn each the brav'ty of all [de ; 
hilit one, as once three, doch his Sou! divide, 
W'ben fghs !ſo equally chey*ce glorious all, 
hat pity the whole World 1: bat one Ball, 
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Mow 


—— 


Peinture. 


A Panegyrick to the beſt Piiure of 
Friendſhip Mr. Pet. Lilly. 


= Pliny Lord High Treaſurer of all 
Natures exchequer (huffled ipthis our ball ; 
PF ix#uare, her richer Rival,did admire, 
And cry'd ſhe wrought with more almighty fire , 
That judg'd the unnumbered iflue of her Scrowl , 
Infinice and various as her Mother Soul , 
That contemplation into matter brought , 
Body'd 1424's, and could torm a thought : 
V'Vhy do I pauſe to couch the Cataract , 
And the grofle pearls from our dull eyes abiirac , 
That pow'rful Lilly now awakened, we 
This new Creation may behold by thee. 

To thy victorious pencil, all that Eyes 
And minds can reach, do bow ; the Deities 
Bold Poets ficſt bur feigned, you do, and make t 
Andirom your awe they our Devotion take. 
Your beauteous Pallec firſt defin'd Loves Queen, | x; 


And made her in her heavoly colours ſeen; V 
You ſtrung the Bow of the Bandite her Son , LY 
Ard tipp'd his Arrowes with Religion. He 


Neptur 
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Neptwne, as npknown as his Fiſh might dwell , 
Bur that you ſeat him in his throne of Shell. 
The thunderers Artillery, and brand 
You fancied Rome in his fantaſtick hand. 
And the pale frighrs, the pains and fears of Hell , 
Firit from your ſullen Melancholy fell, 
Who clef: th' infernal Dog's loarh'd headin three , 
And ſpun out Hydra's fitty necks 2 by thee 
As prepoſleſs:d w> enjoy th' Elzianplain » 
V Vhich bur before was flatter'd in our brain, 
VVhoece yet view'd Airs childinvilible , 
A hollow Voice, bur in thy ſubrile skill > 
| Faint tarmm'ring Echo, you fo draw, that We 
, Th. very repercuſſion do ſee. 
Cheat Hocws- pocus-Nature an Eſſay 
O th' Spring affords us. Preſto and away ; 
You all the year Co chain her, avd her fruits , 
Roots totheir Beds, and flowers to their Roots, 
t Þ| Have not minecyesfeaſted i' thi frozen Zove » 
Lipon 2 freſh pew-grown Collation 
Ot Apples, unknown ſweets, that ſeem'd co me 
Hanging torempr as on the faral Tree; 
2delica arely Iimn'd I vow'd to try 
vs appetite umpos'd upon my Eye, 
You Sir alone, Fame and all-conquring Rime 2 
n, | Filesthe fer reeth of all devouring time, 
V Vhen Beauty once thy verauyous paint hath on, 
Age needs not call her to Vermilion; 
Her beams nere ſhed or change like th' hair of day » 
vhe {catterg treth her everlaſting Ray 3 
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Nay,from her aſhes her fair Virein fire 
Aſcends, that doth new m3 acres cor, ſpire, 
Whilſt we wipe off che num-:0us ſcore of Lon S3 
And do behold our Grandfire as our peers 
With the firit Father of our Houſe, co: ny re 
We do the features of our new-born Heir ; 
For thouch each coppied a Son, they all 
Meet inthy f fictt and true Original, 

Sacred Luxurious ! what Pi nceſie not 
Bur comes to you to have her felt begor > 
As when hrft man'was kneaded, from his {ide 
Is born to's hand a rexdy made vp Bride, 
He husband to his iſlue then doth play , 
And for more Wives remove the obſtrufted way : 
+ So by your Arr you ipiing vp in two noon3 
What could not elic be torm'd by fitcen Suns ; 
Thy Skill dorh an'mare the prolifick flood , 
And thy red Oyl aflimilates to blood, 

Where then when all che world pays its reſpect), 
Lies out tr2nſalpine ba:rbarous Nevlect > 
When the chaſt hands of pow (ful 7 tran, 
Had drawn the Scourges of our God and Man , 
And now the top of th' Altar did aſcend , 
Te crown the heav'ply piece with a bright end ; 
Whilſt he who to ſeven Languages 91ve Law , 
And always like the Sw» bis Subjects ſaw ; 
 Didin his Robes Imperial and gold. 
* The baſis of the doubrful Ladder hold, 
O Charls! & nobler monument then that , 
Which thou thine own Executor werrt at ; 
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When to our huffling Henry there complain'd 
A erieved Earlzthat thought kis honor (tain'd; 
Away (frown'd he) tor your own faterties, halt 
Io on2 cheap hour ter Coroners L1 cait : 
But Holb:er's noble and prodigious worth, | 
Onely the pangs of an whole Age brings torth, 
Heyry ! a word (o princely ſaving faid , 
It might new raiſe the ruines thou haſt made, 

O lacred Peiatture | that doſt fairly draw 
What but in Mitts deep inward Poess law 3 
'Twixt thee andan Intelligence no ods, 
Thar art of privy Council to the Gods , 
By thee unto onr eyes they do prefer 
Altamp of their abſtrafted Character ; 
Thou'that in frames eternity doſt bind , 


Andart a written and a body d mind ; 
Tothee is Ope the Jun#o © th' Abyile, 


Ct 3 


{hen 


Andits conſpiracy detected is ; 
hile{t cheir Cabal chou to our ſerſe doſt ſhow , 

And in thy ſquare paint*(t what they threat belows 
Now my beſt L:Uy let's walk hand in hand , 
pd ſmile ac this un-underſtandins land ; 
tthem their own dull counterteits adore , 
heir Rainbow-cloaths admire, and no mare ; 
Victhin one ſhade of rhive more {ubltance is 
han all their varniſh'd Idol-Miftreſles : 

hillt greac Vaſar: and Vermander ſhall 


aterpret.the deep myſtery of all , 
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And Ivn'o our modern Pics ſhall ſhow , 
What due renown to thy fair Art they owe ; 
Inthe delineared lives of thoſe , 

By whora this everlaſting Lawrel grows : 
Then it rhey will not gently apprehend 3 
Let one £:cat blor give ro their fameanend; 
Whit no Poerick flower their Herſe doth dreſs L 

Bur periſh they and their Efhetes. 


To 
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To my Dear Friend Mr. E. R. On bis 


Poems Moral and Divine. 


Lefr, asthe top of the inſpired Hill, 

Strugeles the Soul of my divided Quill, 
WhilR this foot dorh the wary mount alpire , 
That Sinas's living and enlivent og fre , 
Behold my pow:rs Rorm'd by at wifted liohe 
0 ch* San, and his, fic{t | indied TE Sight , , 
And my loſt thoughts invoke the Prince of day , 
My right to the ' Sprivy of it an% him do pray, 

Say happy youth, crown'd with a heawnly ray 


0: che ficit Flame, and intervyienined bay z 
'niorm my Soul 11 Labour to be: v10 ; 
#5; Or (Anthems, P MARN3ICTA H 780e, 


Shall I a Hecatomb: on thy Tripo d tay , 
Or my devorions at thy Altar pay : 
Vhile which r adore th! amaz'd World cannot tell 
he ſublime Urirn or deep Oracle, 
Heark how the movisg chords remper our brain z 
s when eApoli: (erendes the main , 
DId Ocean {mootiis his fullen turrow'd front , 
nd Nererds do g(iU2 {oir meatnres ont ; 
Vhilt rh'Air puts Lett {mootheſt face, 
nd each doth turn «' '* Looking-elaſle ; 
0 by che l:newy Lyre © ve lee 
25 oft calms all tor: 
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And former thundering and lightning Lines , 
And Verie, now in 1ts native luttre ſhines, 
How we:ct thou hid within thy ſelf ! how ſhut! 
Thy pretious Iliads lock'd up ina Nut ! 
Not h2ating of thee rbou dolt break out firong , 
Invacing forty thouſand men in Song, ; 
Ard we |2cure in our thin empty heat 
Now hn our ſelves at once ſurpris'd and beat , 
Whillt che moit valiant-of our Wits now ſue > 
Fling down their arms, ask Quarter to0 of you, 
So cabin'd upin irs diſguis'd courſe rutt , 
And Scur''d all ore with its unſeemly crutt. 
The Diamond, from *midit the humbler (tones , 
Sparkling, ſhoots torch the price of Nations, 
Ye fete unridlers of rhe Scars, pray tell, 
By wha: name ſhall I ſtamp my miracle ? 
Thou ſtrange inverted e/Z/>» , that leap'it ore , 
From thy frli Infancy into fourſcore 
That to thine own ſ:Ifhalt che Midwi'e play'd » 
And from thy brain ſprivng'tt forth the hexv'oly maid 
Thou Stafle of him» bore him , that bore our {:ns, 
Which b»r ec down to hloom, and bear begins, 
Thou R od o: Aaron with one motion hurl'd, 
Bvd'tt a pzriume of Flowers through rhe World, 
T h:ov {irapge calcined Seeds within a glaſs) 
Each Species Idea \pring'it as 't was; 
Brizhc VeRal Flame, thar kindled but ev'n now, 
Po: ever coſt thy ſacred tires throw. 
Thus che repeared Ac ts of Neſtor's Age , 


That mow had three times ore out-liv'd che Stave: 
Anc 
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And all thoſe beams contracted into one, 
Alciaes in his Cradle hath our done. 

Bur all thele flour ſhing hiews with which I dy 
Thy Virgin Paper, now are vaicas1 ; 
For 'bove the Poets Heav'n th' art ranght to ſhine , 
And move,as inthy proper Chrilalline ; 
\hence that Mole-hill Parzafſ#; thou doll view, 
And us {mall ents there dabling 1D its dew ; 
Whence thy Serephick, Seul ſuch Hymns doth play, 
As thofe to which firſt danced the hilt day , 
Where with a thor from the world-ranſoming wreath 
Thou tung-doſt Antiphons and Anthems breaths ; 
Where with an Axgels quil dip'd 'th* Lambs blood, 
Thou fing'lt our Pelican: all-ſaving Flood , 
And bath'ſt thy choughts in everliviog ftreams 
Rench'd from Earth's tainted, fat,and heavy teams, 
There move tran(lared youth inzoll'd th Quire, 
That only doth wh wholy lays inſpire ; 
To whom his burning Coach El:ab ſent , 
And th' royal Prophec-prielt his Harp hath lent , 
Which thou doſt rune in conſotr, unto thoſe 
Clap Wings for ever at each hallow'd Clole - 
Whilſt we now weak and fainting in our pralle : 


dick, Eccho ore thy Halleluiahs, 
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To my Noble Kinſman T. & Eſq; 
On his Lyrick Pots compoſed 
by Mr. }. G. 


Hat means thisftarcly Tablature, 
The Ballance of thy ftreivs > 
Which ſeems, 1n {iead of fitting pure , 
T' exrend and rack thy veins ; 
Thy Oae: firſt their own Harmony did break , 
For {ingivs troth is but in rune to (peak. 
. 2 
Nor thus thy golden Feer and Winss, - 
May it be chought Falſe Melody 
T' aſcend to heav'n by lilver (iripgs , 
This 1s Hrama's Heraldry : 
Thy royal Poem now we may extol, 
And truly L#na Blazond upon So/. 


As when Amphzos hill did call 
Each lifiving tione trom's Den ; 
And with the Lnte 01d form his Wall, 
Bur with his words the men ; 
So 1p your twiſted Numbers now, you thus 
Not only ſtocks perſyrade, bur ravith us, 


, 


Thus 


Thus 


_4+. 
[ Thus do your Ayrs Ecchoo're 
The Notes and Anthems of the Sphere: » 
And their whole Conſort back retore; 
As if Earth roo would blefle He 1/05 Ears: 
Bur yer the Spoaks by which they (cal © 1o high, 
Gamble hath wiſely laid of /: Fe As. 


——— —_ = _ ——_— - — 
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On the Beſt, laſt, and only remaining 
Comedy of Mr. Fletcher, 


The Wild Gooſe Challe. 


M un-ore-clowded to0 | tree from the mitt ! 
ſhe Blind and lare Heaveni-eyes v ercat Occu!iſt , 
Obſ[cared with the f alle fre: of His - SCEME R 
Not halt choſe Souls are lighined by this Theme, 
Unhappy Murmurers, char Rill repine, 
( Afcer th” Eclipſe our Sun doth brighter ſhine ) 
Recant your talſe griet and your true joys now , 
Your bliſle is endlefſe, a5 you fear'd your Woe! 
What fort'nate Flood is this > what Storm of Wit : 
Oh who would {ive and not ore-whelmw'd in it > 
No more a fatal Deluge thall be hucil'd , 
This inundation hath ſav'd the world. 
Once more the mighty Fle:cher doth ariſe 
Ro:b'dina veit, Rudded with Stars and Eyes 
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Of all his former Glories ; His laſt worth 
Imbroidered with what yer light cre brought forth, 
See | inthis glad tarewel he doth appear 
Stuck with the Conſftei/ations of his dphere , 
Fearing we Numm'd tear'd no Flagration, 

Hath curled all his Fires io this one Ons ; 
Which (as they guard his hailowed chalt Urn) 
The dull aproaching Hereticks do burn, 

' Fletcher at his acieu caronuies thus » 

Torthe Luxurious Ingenious, 

As Cleopatra did of old out-vie , 

Tt unn-umbred diſhes of her Anthony, 

When he (at th*emprty board a wonderer ) 
Smilings he calls for Peatl and Vineg-r ; 

Firſt pledges him in's Breath, then at one Draught 
Swallows Three Kin gdomes off To his beſt Thought, 
" Hear oh ye valiant Writers, and ſubſcribe ; ' 

(His force ſer by) y' are conquer'd by this Bribe. 
Though you hold oxt your ſelves, He doth commit 
In this a ſacred Treaſon iv your wit : 

Although in Poems deſperately (tour , 

Gree np ; This Overcure mult Buy you oxt. 

Thus with ſome prodigal US&cer 't doth fare 
Thar keeps his gold {till /ay/d;his Steel-breatt bare; 
Thar doth exceed his Coffers all bur's Eye , 
And his eyes Idol the wing'd Deny : 

T hat cannor lock his © Mines with halfthe Art 
As tome rich Beauty doth his wretched He 17; ; 
"11d at his real Poyerty, and ſo wiſe 
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['o win her, turns himſelf into a priſe, 

Fir(t Gartles her with th Emerald © Mad-lover 
lhe Rzby Arcas, lealt ſhe ſhould recover 

[{cr diz'led Thought a Diamond he throws » 
lendid in all che bright eAſpatia's woes ; 
1hcn io ſum up the Abtiract of his ſtore , 

He flings a rope of Pearl ot forty more, | 

Ah ſee | che fagg ring Virtue famts ! which he 
Beholdine, datts his Wealths Eprrome ; 

And now , to conſummate her wiſhed fall, 
Shews 11:15 one Carbuacic that Darkens all. 


— — —— _ —} 
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To Dr. F. B. 0a bis Book, of Cheſle. 


[R, now unravell'd is the Golden Fleece : 

Men that could only fool at Fox and Geele , 

Are new made Polititians by thy Book, 

And both can judge and conquer with a Loek, 

The hidden tate of Princes you urfold ; 

Court, Clergy, Commons, by your Law control's ; 
Strange, Serious Wantoning, all that they 

Bluſter d, and clutret'd tor , you play. 


To 
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To the Coal of Mr. Jah Hall 


On bis exx& Tranſlation of H rerads: 
his Comment upon the golden Verſes 
of Pythagoras, 


T's not from cheip tharks thinly to repay 
Th: Immortal Grove of thy tair order'd bay , 

TR0m planted'ti round wy humble Fane, thar 1 
Srick on thy Hearſe this Sptig of Elegie : 

Nor that your Soul fo iafl was link'd in me 

That tow I've both {ince 'c has tortzken thee : 

That thus I ttand a Swiſle betote thy gate, 

And dare for ſuch another time and tate, 

Alas! our Faiths made difterent Eflays , 

Our Minds and Merits brake two ſeveral ways ; 

Jultice commanis, I wake thy learned Dutt 

Anderuth, in whom all cauſes center mult. 
Behold ! when but a Youth thou herce didſt whis 

Upright the crooked Aye, and gilt Vice fitip ; 

A Senator preteat. t that knew trofway 

The falces, yer under the Ferula 

Rank'd with rhe yao9e ere > bloflome 2 tC (by (hin 

Slceked without, and Hair all ore within: 

Who in the School cool 1'tt argue as in Schools , 

4 by Leltons were ev'a Acadeinie rules. oo 
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So that fats Cam ſaw tnee matriiculate 
Ar ence : _ ind 2 Lradune, 

At nivereen what £fſaye: have we beheld! 
That well might have the Book oi (Dogan {well'd; 
Tough P aragoxei,tucinas , 'wll)" s, thou 
Didlt heac thee with, vien (ſnowy was thy Brow , 
When thy nndown d face mov'd the Nine to ſhake, 
And of te Muſes did a Decad make ; 
Whar ſhall I ſay, by what Ailukhun bold, 
None but the Sum was ere [ſo young and old. 

Youns reverend ſhade, aſcend a while! whillt we 
Now celebrate this Poſihume YiRorie, 

This Victory that doth contratt in Death 
Ev'nallthe pow'rs and lahours of thy breath ; 
Like the Judean Hero, in thy tall 

Thou pull'tt the bouſe of Learning on us all, 

And as that Soldier Conquelt doubred nor , 
Who bur one $p! linerhad of Cafriot, 

But would aflaulr ev'n death ſo frongly charmd, 
And naked oppoſe rocks with this bone armvd 
So we {&Cure 1n this fair Relique and , 

The Slings and Darrs (hor by each vrotape Hand , 
Theſe Soveraign leaves thou lefrit us ar oin——_ 
Seay clothes 29ainli all Tims InfeCtion, 

Sacred Hrerecles) whoſe heav'nly thought, 
Firlt acted ore this Comment ere it wrought ; 
Thou halt ſoſpiriced, elixir'd, we 
Conceive there 1s a noble Alchymie , 

That's turning of this Gold, to ſomething more 
Pretions theo Gold wenever knew before, 
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Who now ſhall doubt the Merempſycheſis , 

Ot the great Author, that ſhall peruſe this > 
Ler others Drexm thy ſhadow wandering (trays 
Inth' Elzia Maes, hid with bavs ; 

Or char in2rche up in th*upper Region 

"Tis kindled there a Conliellation ; 

I have info:m'd me, and Declare with eaſe, 

T hy Sox! is fled into Hierocles, 


—  —— 


— 
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Oz Sanazar's being bonoured with ſix 
hundred Duckets by the Clariſlimi 
of Venice, for compoſing an 
Eligiack Hexaſtick of 
The City. 


ASATYRE. 
Crowns 


\Þ wee a blith Prince ex:havg'd five hundred 
or a fair Turnip ; Dig, Dig on, O Clowns ! 

But how this comes about, Fates can you tell, 

This more then Maid of Meurs, this miracle> 

Let me not live, it Irhink not St. Mark 

Has all the Oar, as well as Beaſts ins Ark; 

No wonder 'cis he marries the rich Sea, 

Zut to betroth him to nak'd Pockie , 

And with a bankrupt Muſe to merchandile , 


+415 rreaſures beams ſure haye put out hiseyes, Fo 
is 
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His Conquelt at Lepante 1'l let paſs, 
Whenthe {ick Sea with Tarbants Nicht-cap'd was ; 
And now at Cazate his full Conrage ſhown , 
That wain'd to a wan line the half-half Moon ; 
This is a wreath, this 15a Victorie , 
Ceſar himmſelt would have look'd pale to ſee » 
And in the height of all his Triumphs, feel 
Himſelt bur chain'd to ſuch a mighty wheel. 
And now me thinks we ape Auguſt: (tate , 
So ugly we his high worth imirate , 
Monkey his Godlike glories; fo that we 
Keep light and forms with ſuch deformacie » 
As 1 have ſeen an arrogant Baboon 
With a {mallpiece of Glafle Zany the Sun, 
Rome to her Bard, who did her batrails ting , 
Indifferent gave io Poet and to kKing; 
VVith the ſame Lawrel!!s were his Temples iraugnr 
V Vho beſt had wriicren, and who beſt had foughr ; 
The Self ſame fame they equally did feel, 
One's (tyle ador'd as much as th other's Steel, 
A chain or faſces ſh: conld chen atford 
The Sons of Phebw, we an Axc,or Cord ; 
Somerimes a Coroner was her renown , 
And ours the dear prerogative of a Crown. 
In marble Ratrd waiks great Lacan lay , - 
And now we walk our own pale Staina: 
They the whole yeer with roſes crownd rrould din: 
And we ip all December know no wine - 
Dilciplin'd, diered, ſure there hath bir 
Ods 'twixt a Poet and a Capuchin, 


2 3:28.24 5 


Ot Princes, Women, V _—_ , to {ino I fee 
Is no Apecrypha, for to rife his 
Commend ch13 Oltoot this Lo: -d sf, 
Nay ten 16 one but you have pare of ic ; 


There 1s that juitice left, finc: you 1mointatn 
His table, he fhould coun ed vorir hrate, 
Then wriice how well hc in dcolt'd, 


Straight chere*: 2 Bottle ro yon oarniier rotlh'd, 


Or with embroidered Wo Nv! 1% ni 1: 30 "Yen [ Surt " 


Month hepc&, tis yours . witli hg Mons co boot ; 

Or bur appland his bols'd L-oc. two to noney 

Bur he molt nobly Corn VIvE VNMUu One? 

Or ipin ap Elegic oo ns !4lte (101 

"Tis well he cries, but IvIPg hat is CEAMT 

Yet lay that out of orde. her sone corl , 

And all the hopes of your d you tarl, 
VVrite a deep epick — Mm, 29d you may 

As ſoon delight them as the Opera , 

VVhere they Drogents thon2n: in his Tub , 

Never {o {owre 01d look fo {weet 2 club, 


You that do ſuck tor chirlt your bl: quil's blood, 


And chaw your labour'd papers tor your (90d , 

I will inform you how and what to praiſe + 
Thenskiny* in Satin as young Lovelace plaies, 
Beware, as you would your herce gu2'ts, your lice, 
Toſtrip the .cloath of Cold from cnerish'd vice; 
Rather ſtand off with awe an reverens ſear , 

Hang a poetick pendant in her |; ar, 

Coeurc her as her Adore's (o thei: lats 

Thovgh that as much cf a true 5ubiiance has » 
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VVhillt all the gall from your wild ink you drain, 
The beauteous Sweers of Vertues Cheeks to lian ; 
And in your Livery let her be known , 

As poor and tattered a$in her own, 

Nor write, nor {peak you more of ſacred writ » 

But what ſhall force up your arreſted wir. 

Be chaſt Religion, and her Prieſts your ſcorn , 
VVhillt the vain Fanes of Idtors you adorn, 

It is a morcal errour you muſt know » 

Ot any to ſpeak good, it he be (0, 


Þ Rayl till your edged breath flea your raw throat - 


And bury all marks onall of &*1) TOUS Note ; 
Each verſe be an inditement, © not free , 
SanEtity *c ſelf from thy Scurrility, 

Libel your Father, and your Dam #77 20x , 
The Noble(t Matrons of the Ifle La:poes , 
V Vhilſt Aretize and's bodies you diſpure 3» 
And in your ſheets your Siſter profiicvre, 

Yer there belongs a Sweetnefle, {oicneſle 150) 
VVhich you mult pay, bur fictt pray know to who. 
There is a Creature, (it I may ſc call 
That unto which they do all proſtrate fall ) 

Term'd Miſtreſs, when they'c angry,bur pleas d high 
[tis a Princeſle, Saint, Divivity, 
To this they ſacrifice the whole days light , 
Then lye with their Devortien all night ; 
For this you are to dive to the Abyſle , 
And rob for Pearl the Cloſer of ſome Fiſh, 
Arabiaand Sabea you mult firip 
Ot all their Sweets, for ro ſupply her Lip ; 
fn 
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And fieal new fire from Heav'n for to repair 
Her upfledg'd Scalp wich Berenice's hair ; 
Then ſeat tier in Caſſioper#'s Chair , 
As now you're in your Coach, Save you bright Sir 
(O ſpare your thanks) is nor this finer far 
Then walk up-hiced, when that every Stone 
Has knock'd acquaimance with your Anckle bone » 
VVhen your wing 'd papers; like the laſt dove, nere 
Rerurn'd co quit you of your hope or tear , 
Bur left you to the mercy ot your Holt , 
And your days fare; a fortified Toait. 
How many batcels ſung tn Epick (train , 
Would have procur'd your head thatch from the rain) 
Not all the arms of Thebes and Troy would ver 
One knite but ro anatomize your meat » 
A funeral Elegy with a fad boon 
Might'make you (be:) Gp wine like Maccaroon; 
Bur it perchancethere did a Ribane come , 
Not the Train-band ſo herce with all ics drum ; 
Yet with your rorch you homeward would rerice - 
And bearr'ly wiſh your bed your tun'ral Pyre. 
With what a fury have I known you feed, 
Lipon a Contra and the hopes '*c mighc ſpeed ; 
Not the fair Bridezimpatient of delay, 
Dorh wiſh like you the Beauties of chat day ; 
Horrer than all the roſted Cooks you fat 
To drefle the fricace of your Alphabet, (grame 
Which ſometimes would be drawn dough Ana- 
Sometimes Acroltick parched inthe Flare ; 
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Then Poſes tew'd with Sippets, motto's by , 

Of minced Verſe a miſerable Pye. 

How many knots {lip'dere you twill their name z 
Wirth th” old device; as both heir Heart's the ſame: 
Whil(t like co drills the Feaſt in your falſe jaw » 
You would tranimir at leaſure to your May ; 


Then atter all your fooling, fat, and win » 


Glurton'd ar lalt, return at home to pine. 

Tell me, O Sun, fince firft your beams did play 
To Night, and did awake the ſleeping day ; 
Since firlt your {iceds of Light their race did fart 5 
Did you ere bluſh asnow ? Ohchou that art 
The common Father ro the baſe Piflmire , 
As well as great Alcide:, did the fire, 
From thine owne Alrar which the gods adore , 
Kinclz the Souls of Gnars and Waſps before > 

WW ho would delichr in his chalt eyes toſee, 
Dormile to ltrike 2t Liohts of Poeke > 
Faction apd Envy now is downright Rage, 
Once a hve knotred whip there was, the Stage , 
The Beadle and the Zxecutioner , 
To whip {mall Errors, and the great ones tear, 
Now as er'e Nimrod the firſt Kingghe writesy 
That's (trongeſft.: thi able!t deepeſt bites. 
The Mules weeping fly their Hill, ro fee 
Their nobleii Sons of peace in Murinie, 
Covld there nonght elſe this civil war compleat ; 
Bur Poers raging with Poertick heat, 
Tearing themſclves and th endle-fle wreath,as though 
Immortal they, their wrath ſhould be foro ; 
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And doubly hr'd e/Fpo/lo burns to ſee 
In klent Helicon a Naumachie, 
Parnaſſus hears theſe as his hirft alarms , 
Never till now Minerva was in arms. 

O mote then Conqu'ror of the world oreat Rome | 
Thy Hero's did with gentlene(s or'e come 
Thy Foes themſelves, bur one another firlt , 
Whilſt Envy fiript, alone was lett, and burſt, 
The leain'd Decewvirs, "tis true did firive, 
Bur ro add flames ro keep rheir fame alive ; 
Whilſt the erernal Lawrel hung ich Air; 
Nor ot theſe ren Sons was there tound one Heir 1 
Like co the golden | ripod it did paſs , 
From this co this, t1jl 'r came ro him whoſe 't was : 
Ceſar to Gallus trundled it, and he 
To Mares, Mares , Naſs, unto thee ; 
Naſo to his Tiballs; Aung the wreath , 
He to C at#{l#; this did each bequeath , 
This glorious Circle to another round 
Ar laſt the Temples of their God it bound, 

I might believe, ar leaſt, that each might have 
A quiec tame contenred in his Grave 
Envy the living not the dead, doth bite, Ov. 
For afrer death all menTteccave cir right, 2 Es, 
It ir be Sacriledyge for to protane 
Their Holy Aſhes, whar is't caen their Flame > 
He does that wrons unwe*rting or in Its 
Asif one ſhonld pur out the Vetial fre. 

Let Earths four quarters jpeak,ard thou Sx bear 
Now witnefle for thy Pellow-Traveller , 
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I was ally'd dear Vxcleunto thee 
In blood, but thou alas not unto me. ; 
Your vertues, pow'rs , and mine differ'dat beſt , 
As they whoſe Springs you ſaw, the Eaſt and Weſt: 
Ler mea while be twilted in thy Shine, 
And pay my due devotions at thy Shrine, 

Might learned Vay»men rife, who went with thee 
In thy Heav'ns wotk beſide Divivity , 
I hould fit (till; or mighty Falbland tand , 
To julithe with breath his pow'rfal hand; 
The glory that doth circie your pai* Urn 
Might hallow'd (ill and nndefiled burn 3 
Buc I forbear ; Flames thar ate wildly thrown 
Art ſacred heads, Curie back von theu own ; SH. 
Sleep heavinly Sands, whillt wit they do oor write » 
Is to give God himſelt and you your right, 

There 15 not in my mind one ſullen Fate 
Ot ofd, bur is concentred in our Rate. 
Vandall ore-runners, Goths in Literature » 
Plavghmen that would Parnaſſus nzw manure ; 
Ringers of Verſe that All-in chime , 
And toli the changes upon every Rhime. 
A Mercer now by th' yard does meaſure ore 
An Ode which was bur by th2 foot betore ; 
Deals you an Ell of Epigram, and {wears 
Ic 1s the {ſirongeſt and the fine(t Wears, 
No wonder it a Drawer Verſes Rack , 
It  *cis not his 't may be the Spir't of Sack 
Whillt the Fair Bar-maid (troaks the Mules teat, 
For milk to make the Poſer up compleat, 
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Ariſe thou rev'rend ſhade, vreat Johaſon riſe ! 
Break through thy marble narucal diſeuiſle ; 
Behold a milt of Inſects, whole meer Breath , ' 
Will melt chy hallow'd leadzn houſe ot Death, 
What was Cr:ſpinus that you ſhonld defie 
The Age tor him, he durſt not look ſo high 
As your immortal Rod, He (l11 aid itand 
Honour'd, and held his forehcad ro thy brand, 
Theſe Scorpions wich which we have to do, 

Are Fiends, not only ſmall bur deadly roo, 
Well might thou cive thy Quill op ro the Back 
And icrue thy Lyre's grave chords uncill they crack, 
For thouch once Hell reſented Mulick , thele 
Divels will nor, but are in worſe dilcaſe, 
How would thy maic'line Spirit, Farher Bey , 
Sweat to behold baſely depoicd men , 
Juſtled from the Prerog'tive of their Bed, 
Whilft wives are per-wig'd with their himabands head, 
Each 1natches the male quill from his faint hand 
And muſt both nobler write and underiland , 

He to her tury the for plume doth bow , 

O Pen, nere truely jultly lic cx now ! 

Now as her ſelf a Poem the doth drefl- , 

And curls a Line as ihe would co a rrelile ; 
Powders a Sonnet as ſhe does her hair , 

Then proſtitutes chem both to-publick Aire 

Nor is 't enough that they their faces blind 

With a falſe dye, bur they mult paiot their mind; 
In meeter ſcold, and in ſcann'dorder brawl , 
Yer there's one Saphs left may ſive chem all, 
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But now let me recal my paſſion), 
Oh (from a noble Father, nobler Son! ) 
You that alone are the Clar:/ſims » 
And the whole gen'cous (late of Venice be , 
It hall not be recorded Sarazar 
Shall boait 1nthcon' d alone this new made (tar ; 
You whole correcting Sweetneſle hath forbad 
Shame to the good: and glory tothe bad , 
Whoſe honour hath ev v into vert ug tram d, 
Theſe Swarms that now ſo angerly I nam d, 
Forgive what tous dittempe:r'd 1 inauwe z 
ck | For it 15 hard a Satyre not to WLIEC, 
'| Yetasa Virgin that heats all her blood), 
At the fir{t motion of bad vnderfiood , 
Then at meer thought of tai; chaltity , 
Straight cools again the Tempelis of her Sea 
So when to you I my devorions raile , 
All wrath and ſtorms do end in calms and praiſe, 
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TOY 


TRANSEATIONES, 


vanazari Hexaſticon. 


Iderat Adriacis quoxndam Neptunus i» wats 
Stare Urbem,C7 tote porere Jura mart: 
Nunc mihi T arpeias quantumvis Jupiter Arces 
Obiice & illa mibs ena Marti, ant , 
Seu pelags Tibrim pr efers, Urbem a(pice utramque » 
Ilam homines dices, hanc poſuiſſe Deos, 


In Firgilium, Pentadu 
Paſtor, Arator, Eques ; paws, colut, [#; WIeYAV:s : 
Capras, Rus, Hoſtes ; fronde, Grows, mMANK, 


De Scavola, 
Lifltorem pro Rege WECANS Unc Mut 1144 witro 
Sacrifico propriam concremat 1g ne manun : 
Miratur Porſenna virum, penamgque relaxans 
Maxima cum obſceſſis f edera vittor int , 
Plus flammi: patrie confert quans fort bus arttit y 
Una domars belluns funere dexira (ud, 


De Catone, 


ifkas wvitles ; 11 partib 1s emma Czlar 


V 'ncere qus potuity te Cato non potuit, 
Item, 
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TRANSLATION : 
Sanazar's Hexaſtick. 


N eAadriatich waves when Neptune ſaw , 

The City itand, and grve ths Seas a Law , 

Now 1'th Tarpet:n tow'rs jeve rival ines 

And Mzr:his Wails inpregnable, (11d he ; 
Let Seas r9.7 yber yield, vie v boca their ods , 
You'l grant that built by Men , but this by Gods, 


In Evglih, 
A Swain, Hind, Knight ; ;1ied, till'd, did command 
Goats, Fields,my Foes; with leaves,a echany hand, 


Engli bed, 
The hand by which no King but Serjeant dies , 
Matin: in fire doth freely Sacrifice ; 
The ”':ince admires the Here, quits his pains , 
And Vittor from the ſeige peace entertains ; 
Romes more oblig'd ro Flames, than Arms or pow'ry 
When one burnt hand (hall che whole war devour. 


Ot Cato, 


The World orecome, victorious Ceſar, he 
That conquer'd all ; great Cato, could nor thice., 
Agothner 
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Item, 


Iftu non peturt prims Cato ſolvere vitam ; 
Def ecut tants vulnere witta manys © 

Altizes inſernut digitos, qua ſpirit 6s Ingews 
Exarer. magnum dexiera fecu mer. 

Oppoſurt fortuna moram, mvolyitque (atonis 
Scires, ut ferro plu; valuiſſe manum, 


. 


Irem. 
Juſſa manus ſacri pefius violare Catons 
Heſt, & mceptum vita reliquit opus, 
Ille att infefto contra ſua vulnera valts , 
Eſtne aliquid magnms quod Cato non potuit ? 


Item, 
Dextera quid dubitas ? durum eff jugulare Catonen ; 
Sed mode liber erit, jam puts non dubitas : 
Fas non eſt vivo quenquan ſervire (atone » 
Neaum ipſum vincit nunc Cato fi moritur , 


Pantadiu, 
Non eſt, falleri'. hec brata non eſt 


Ornod wv» credit: eſſe, Vita non eft, 
Fulgemes maxibus videre gremmas 

Er Teftudineo jacere leflo , 

Ant pluma latus abdidiſſe moll; , 

Aunt auro bibere, aut eubare cocco y 

Regales dapibus gravare menſas , 

Et quicquid Lybics ſecrtur arvo » 

N os #4 poſitum tenera cell.1 - 

Sed nnllo; rrepidum tiymere calm, J 
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Amnather, 

One ſtabb2 could nor fierce Cat's Life unty ; 

Onely his hand of all that wound did dy ; 

Deeper his Fingers tear to make a Way 

Open, through which his mighry Soul might ſtray, 

Fortune made this delay to let us know » 

That ( ato's hand more then his Sword could do, 


Another, 
The hand of ſacred (Cato bad to rear 
His breait, did (tar, and rhe made wound forbear 1 
Thento the g4th he {aid with angry brow , 
And is there ought great Cats cannot do ? 


Anether. 
What doubt Rt thou hand > fad (ats'risto kill ; 
But he'l be free; ture hand thou doubriit not ill ; 
Cato alive 'tis jult all men be free , 
Nor conquers he himſelt now it he die, 
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Engliſhed, 
It is not; y are deceav'd, it is not bliſſe 
Whar you conceave a happy living 1s , 
To have your hands with Rubies bright toglow 
Then on your 1 ortoiſe-bed your body throw 
And fink your felt in Down, ro drinkin gold , 
And have your looſer ſelf in purple coll'd ; 
Witch Royal fare to make rhe Tables groan, 
Or elſe with what trom Lybick fields 15 mown , 
Nor in one vault hoard all your Magazine 
Bur at po Cowards tate t hays frighted bin, Bur 
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Nec vano pryuh fawvore ta”pss, 

Et ſtrifto nih1! eſtuare ferro: 

Hoc quiſquis poterit , licebit ill 


Fortunam moveat loco ſuperbus, 


Ad M. T. Ciceronew. 

Catal, Ep. 50, 
Diſertiſfinse Romnu!t nepotum 
Quot ſunt, quotque fuere Marce T ulli , 
Omotque peſt altos erunt in annos , 
Gratias tibi maximas ( atulliu 
eAgit peſſimns omnium Poeta , 
T avito peſſimns omniumn Poeta ; 
Quanto tu eprimns omnnm Patrons, 


eAd Juvencinm. Cat, Ep. 49. 
Mellitos oculos twos Juvencs 
Si quis me ſinat u(que baſiare , 

Hſque ad millia baſiem trecenta ; 
Nec #1.quam videat [atur futurns ; 
Non ſi denſior arias ariſtis , 

Sit noſire ſeges Oſculationtr. 


De Puecre i Pratone, Catal. 


Cum pucro bello preconem qu videt eſſe » 


Quidcredat ? niſi ſe vendere diſcupere, 
Portu Liemn, 
$; Pheb; Soror es mando tibs Delia canſam » 
Sculicet wt fratri que pets verba feras ; 
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Nor with the-peoples breath to be (wol'n great , 
Nor at a drawn S:il:ite baſely ſwear, 
He that dares this, nothing to him's unhir , 


Bur proud o' thy top of Fortuhes wheel may fir. 


To Marcus T, Cicero, 
In an Erglih Pemaſtich, 
Tully tothee Rome's eloquent Sole Heir , 
The belt of all that arc, ſhall be, and were - 
I the woxlt Poet {end my belt thanks and pray'rs 
Ev'n by how tmuch the worlt of Poets I 
By ſo much you the bet ot Parrones be, 


To Juvercims, 
Juvencins: thy fair (weer Eyes y 
Ifro my till chat I may kills, 
Three hundred rhovſanc times I'de kiſle, 
Nor tuture age ſhould cloy this Bliſle ; 
No not 1: thicker than ripe ears 5 
The harveſt of our kiſſes bears, 


Catul. 
With a fair boy a Cryer we behold, 


What ſhould we thick > but he would not be (old. 


PR Exglijl.ed, 
If you are Phebs: Silter Deliaypriy 
This my requeſt unto the Sup Convay 3 
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Marmore <1cauo ſtruxti tibi Delphice templum , 
Et levibns calamis candida verba dedi, 
Nunc i n9s audis.atque e; ditinvunu Apollo , 
Dic mihi qui nummos nsn habet u;de petat, 


Senece ex Cleanthe, 
Duc me P arens celſique Dominator poli 
QOuocungue placuit, nulla parendi mora eſt 
Aadſum impiger, fac nolle, comitabor gemens , 
CMaluſque patiar facere, quod licun bons 
Dacunt vilentem Fata, nolentem trahunt. 


Quinte Catul;, 
Conſtiteram exorientem Aurorem forte ſalutans 
Cum ſubito a leva Roſcim exoritar, 
Pace mihi liceat , celeftes dicere veſlra 
eMortalis Viſu pulchrior eſſe Deo, 
Blanditur puero Satyr us vultuque manngque 
Nolentt ſimilts retrahit ora puer : 
wen non commoveat quamVvis de marmore ? ſnndis 
Pene preces Satyru;; pene puer Lachrymas. 


Floridi, de Ebrieſe. 
Phabus me in ſomms vetuit prtare Lyaum » 
' Pareopraceptis, tunc bibo cum vigtls, 


De Aſino qui dentibus e/E neidem conjump/it, 
Carmins Ihacs librot conſump't Aſellus » 
HeocFatum Trois eſt, ant Equus aut Aſmnns, 


Auſs, 
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O Delphick God , I built thy marble Fane, 
And ſung thy praiſes with a gentle Cane, 
Now it thou art divine eAfpolls, cell, 


Where he whoſe purſe is empty may go fill, 


Engliſed, 
Parent and Prince of Heav'n Olead I pray » 
Where ere you pleaſe; Itollow and obey ; 
AEtive I go, tighing it you oainſay , 
And ſutfer bad what to the o00d Was law, 
Fates lead the willing, but uowillino draws 


E ng 1} ed, 
As once I bad good niorning to the day , 
O' thi ſudden Roſciw, breaks ina biight Ray : 
Gods with your tavours I've preſum d to {we 
A mortal faite: then a Deit1e. 
With looks and hands a Satyre courts the boy, 
Who draws back 1s rv vymilliog Cheek 25 Coy. 
Although of Maib'e tewn, whom move nor they > 
The Boy Ev'n ſeems to weep.the Satyre pray, 


Cr 4 Drunkard, 


Phabas a ſleep forbad me Wine to take , 
I yield; and now am only drunk awaxe. 


The Aſſe eating the «/£ neias, 
A wretched Aſſe the SE neids did I ecliroy . 
A Horſe or Aſle 1s (till the tate of 7rop, 
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Anſo. lib. Eprg. 
Trinaru quodam currentem 1n littoris ora 
Ante cares loporem C erulen: r, !pm1t ; 


Art lepws ! in me omni: terre pelag ique rApLn ef 
Forſtan © & cel, fi 7 cans aſera texet, 


Auſos lib, Epip. 
Polla. potenta, tr: 1b99. ol ls, ſcypiu Ts tt ſupe?] ex 
Hec furrant CinictsJed putat hare 11M14m : 
Namg::t cavis manbu = Si potare bubulcun: , 
Car, {-yphe, te, dixit, grſto [nperv. 1CH1008 ? 


Auſo, lib olo Epig. 
Theſanro ; mnVerto qui  limina mortis hibat , 
Liguii 0949s laqueum quo per. iturns erat » 
At q#! ; quod terre apdiderat non Yepperit AWYANE » 
Qnen liqu 1m invert nexuit CF periit, 


A la Chabyr, 
Ob eft adorable et charmar , 
Mes ſouſpir: & mes de ems: rem mon torment y 
AMars rse:; reſpect; m emp:cne de parier ; 
Ab! qree peine diſſimuler 
Er que je ſorffre de martyre 


D' aur ot der 1 ofer le dire, 


Theophil: 
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Engliied, 

On the Scicil;an (tr:2nd a Hare well wronghe 
3elore rhe Hounds was by a Dog-fiſh caught ; 
Qi0oth the ; all rape of Sea and Earth's on me 
Perhaps of Heay'n, it there a Dog-ltar be. 


Engliſhed, 

The C ynicks narrow houſhold ſtuffe of Crutch , 
A ftool and difh, was lumber thought roo much ; 
For whil{t a Hind drinks out on's palms, o'thftrand 
He flings hts diſh, cries, I've one in my hand, 


Engliſted, 

A treaſure found one entring at death's gate , 
Triurphing, leaves that cord was meant his fate, 
Bur he the goldmifling which hectd hide, 

The Halter which he found, he knit, fo dy'd. 
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Tothe ſame Ayrem Eng(v1,1.4: 
Object adorable of charms 

My fizhs and teas may teſltific ty harms 
But my reſpect forbids nieto revert ; 
Ah what a pain 'tis to Corea » 

And hoy 1 initer worſe inen Hell, 

To love #hd not co direrto tells 
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Theophile being deny'd his addreſſes to King 
James, turned the Afﬀront, to his own 
lory, in this Epier am, 


Ss Jaques le Roy au ſcavoir 

Ne troune bon dg me vor 
Voula la cauſe infallible , 

Car ravy de mon e(crit 

Il crewt que \eſtois rout eſprit 
Et par conſequent inviſible, 


Aaſonias. 
Vang quid affettas faciem mihi ponere picter 
Ignotamque ocnlis ſolicnare manu ? 
Aeris & Venti [mum filta. mater inans 
Indicu ys VOCEmM qu ſine mente gero, 


eA wribus im _—_ habe penetrabilis Echo ; 


S mihi vis imilem p-ngere, pirge ſon9s, 


Auſon, 

Toxica Zelotypo dedit uxor mecha mar ito; 

Nec ſatis ad mortem credit eſſe datiins ; 
Miſcut argentitethalia pondera wiv 

Ut celeret certam vis geminata xecem, 
Ergo inter ſeſe dum noxiapocula certant 

Ceſſit lethalts noxa ſalmſert | 
Pmoir is 
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JA fatal dole of Qnickfilver, then ſhe 


POEMS. 97 


Lineally T ranſlated out of the 
FRENCH. 


If James the King of wir 

To ſee me thought not fit , 

Sure this the caule hath bzen , 
That raviſh'd with my merit , 
He chought I was all ſpirir , 
And (o not to be ſeen. 


| Is Engliſh, 

Vain Painter why doſt firive my face to dray , 
With buſy hands a Goddefle eyes nere ſaw : 
Daughter of Air and Wind; I dorejoyce 
Inempry ſhouts (withour a mind) a Voice, 
Within your ears ſhrill echo I rebound , 

Andif youll paint me like, then paint a ſound, 


In Engliſh, 
Her jealous Husband an Adultreſle gave 
Cold poylons,which to weak ſhe rhought for's grave 


Mingles to halt his double dz{tinie ; 

Now whillt within themſelves they are at trite, 

The deadly potion yields to that of Lite, ; 
H Protint 
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Protinus in vacuos alvi petiere receſſur, 
Lubrica dejetti: que via nota cb1s, 

QOuam pia cura Derm | prodeſt crudelior uxor » 
Sic cum faza volunt, bina verena 'uvant, 


eAuſon, Eprg. 
Empti: quod libris t1b; Bibliotheca referta eſt , 
Dottum & Grammaticum te Philomuſe putas 7 
Quine. iam Cytharas, chordas & b.rbita cond , 
Mercator hodie, cra; cithare dps eris, 


Amwient v, c. ad amicos, 


Rure morans, quid agam; reſpond; PANCA TOGALNS » 
CM ane aeum exoro f ares poſt arvaque 1:ſo, 
Part tnſque mers juſto; inaico lubores, 

Inae ego Pheburique cio. Muſamquel:iceſſs. 
Turc oir0 cor pus fing © 12 9//1:9ue palefira 

S; ringol, bent animo £ «Kan que at r enore liber 
Pranacs, poto,f,no nid Is C449. quitſce. 


Ad Fabullam. Catul, lib. 


Cenabis brane mi Fabulle apud me | 
Paucis, fi dit tihi favent, diebus , 


©, recur attul:ris ; bonam atque magnam 


EP.13. 


C anam , non ine Candida puella , | 
Et vins & ſale & omnibus cachinnis, 
Hec fi inquans attuler1s Fabulle neſter | 
C anabis bene, nam tw Catwll; 
P lenus ſacculus eſt ar anearum. 

ed CONtTA ACCIPICS METOS AIIOTES » 
Sen quod ſuavimelegan;inſue oft An 
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And (traight from thi hollow Romack both retreat » 

Tottv ilipp'ry pipes knownto digelted mear. 

Strange Care © the Gods! the Murth'reflle doth avail 

So when tates pleale ey n double poylons heal, 

In Exglih. 

Becauſe with bought books, Sir,your Rudy's fraught 

A learved Grammarian you would fain be thought, 

Nay then buy Lures and irip?s, {o you may play 

The Merchant now, the Fidler the next day. 

Engliled, 

Ask-d in the Country, what I did, I ſaid 

I view my men and meads, ficlt having pray'd ; 

Then each of mine hath his jult cask ouclay'd. 

I read, Apoſe Court, I rouſe my Muſe 

Then I anoynt me, and (iript willing looſe 

My felt op a ſofr plat, from us'ry blett 

I dine, drink, ting) play, bach, I ſip, I reſt, 

| Englijked, 

Fabnullus 1 will treat you handſomely 

Shortly, if the kind gods will favour thee, 

If rhou do{t bripg with thee a del'cate meſle , 

An Olis or fo , a pretty Laſs, 

Brisk wine, ſharp cales, all ſorrs of Drollery, 

Theſe it chou bring ( I ſay ) along with thee 

You ſhall feed highly triend, tor know the ebbs 

| Of my lank purſe ate full of Spiders webs, 

| Bur then again you ſhall recieve clear love 

Or what mgze grateful or more ſweet may muy 
or 
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Nam unguentum dabo quod mee puclls 
Donarunt Veneres Cupidineſque ; 


Onod tu cum olf acies, Deos rogabis 
T orum te faciant Fabulle naſum. 


Mart, lib. 1. Epi. 14. 
"Caſta ſur gladium cum traderet Arria Pato , 
Qnem ae viſcer;bus traxerat pſa ſuis : 
S1 qua fides, Vxlnus, quod fecty non dolet, inquit : 
Sed qued fu facies, boc mini, Pate, delet, 


Mart, Epi. 43. lib. 1. 
Conjugis audiſſet fatum cum Portia Brnt; , 
Et ſubſtratta ſibi qnereret arma dolor : 
Nondum ſcitis, ait, moriem non poſſe c negari X 
Cred:drram ſatis boc vos doemiſſe patrem, 
Drxit, & ardentes avido bib ore favillar. 
1 nunc, & ferrum turba moleſt a neg a, 


Mart, Ep.15.1b.6, 
Dum Phaetontea formica vagatnr 1 Umbra , 
Implieuit tenuem ſuccina gutta teram » 
Dignum tantorum pretium twlit illa laborum : 


Credib;le eft ipſam ſic voluiſſe mort. 


Mar, lib. 4. Ep. 33. 
Et latet C3 lucet Phaetontide condita gutta 
Ut videatur aps Nettare clanſa he : 
Sic modo que furras vid comempta manente 


Fmuneribus fatta eſt jom precioſa ſms, 
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For with an oiurment I will favour rhee , 

My Venus's and Cupids gave to me 

Ot which once ſmelt, che gods rhou wilt 1mplore 
Fabullss that they'd make thee noſe all ore, 


Engliſbed. 
When brave chaſt Arria to her Putas gave 
The Sword from her own brealt did bleeding wave, 
If there be faith, this wound ſmarts not ſaid ſhe , 
But what you'l make , ah char will murder me, 


In Engliſh, 
When Portia her dear Lord's ſad fate did hear, 
And noble grief ſought arms were hid from her, 
Know you pot yet ne hinderance of death is , 
Cato I thought enough had taught you this , 
So ſaid, her thirity lips drink flaming coales , 
Go now deny me iteel officious fools, 


Engliſned, 
Whilſt in an Amber-ſhade the Ant doth feaſt 
A gummy drop enſnares the (mall wild beaſt , 
A tull reward of all her toyls hath the , 
Tis to be thought fhe would her ſelf fo die, 


In Engliſh, 
Both lurks and ſhines hid in an Amber-cear 
The Bee in her own Near priſoner ; 
So ſhe who 1n her life rime was contemn'd 
Ev'n 1n her yery funerals is gemm'd, 
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Mart, lib. 8. Ep. 19. 
P auper viders (ima vnlt, & eft pauper, 


Out of the Anthologie, 


"Erfiot my 2940 por@ Ju er dn) mowuy 
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In Rufum, Catul, Ep, 57, 
Nolt admirari quare tib; faemina #ulla 
Ryufe welit tenerum ſuppoſmiſſe femur ; 
Non ullam Tar labef attes munere veſts, 
Ant pellucidulis deliciis lapidts, 
L edit te quedam mala fabula. gud thi fertyr 
Ualle ſub alargm trux heb tare caper, 
Func metuunt omnes, n'que mirum nam mais valde eſt 
Reſti i, mec quicum bella puella cnbet, 
Omnare aut crudelem naſorum mterfice peſiem , 
Aut admirart deſine cur fugiant, 


Catul, Ep, 71. 


De Inconſtant.a amines amorys. 
Niall ſo 4;cit mulier mea nubere velle 
Onam »ihi, won fi ſupiter ipſe petat : 
D.cu, vs _—_ npids qgred dicit amant: , 


In 4, & rapid ſeribere o oportet 1quA4, 


Ad Leibiam. , 4 at. Fp. 73. 
Dj;cebas quay 'dam ſolun te roſe Calnillum, 
Leſh:a, nec pre mevel's tenere Jovems ; 
[n 


[n 


U AS. 
In Engliſh, 


Cimma ſeems poor in ſhow, 
And he is ſo. 


In an Ergliſh Diſtick, 
A Fool much bir by fleas pur ove che light , 


You ſhall not ſee me now (quoch he) good nighe, 


To Raf ur, 
Thar no fair woman will , wender not why 
Clap ( Kufus) under thine her tender thigh ; 
Nor a hilk gown ſhall once melr one of them , 
Nor the delighrs of a tranſparent gemme 
A ſcurvy ftory kills thee , which doth cell 
That 10 thine armpits a fierce go2c doth dwell, 
Him they all fear fn!l of an ugly ſtinch, 
Nor's 'r hr he vid lye with a handſome wench ; 
Wher#'0:c 114 Noſes curſed plague firſt cruſh, 
Or ceais i» wonder why they fly you thus, 


Female Incouftarcy, 
My Millrefſe (ayes (he'll marry none bnt me , 
No not it Jove himſelf a Snitor be : 
She ſayesſo ; but whac women ſay co kind 
Lovers, we write in rapid fireams aud wind. 


Fuy liſhed, . 
That me alone you lov'd, you once did ſay » 


Nor ſhould I to the King of gods give way » 
Then 
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Dilexi tum te , non tantum mt Vulgid amicam 
Sed pater ut gnatos diligit & generos, 

Nync te cognovi, quare & impenſins ur or » 
IMulto mi tamenes vilier & levior. 

Qui ports eft inquis ? quod amantem winrid talis 
Cogat amare mags, ſed bene velle minus, 

Od: & amo, quare id faciam fortaſſe requiris , 
Neſcio, ſed fiert ſentio & excrucior, 


In Leibians Cat. Ep. 76. 
Huc eſt mens dedutta tua mea Lesbia culpa 
eArque ita ſe officie perdidit ipſa [wo ; 
{t jam nec bene velle queam tibt, fi optinsa fias 
Nec defiſtere amare emnia fi facias. 


| Ad Quintinms (at, Ep. 83. 
Onan: þ tibs vis ocuclos debere C atnllam » 
Amt aliud ſi quid carins eft orulss ; 
Eryere er nol; multo quod cars ill 
Eft oculis, ſeu quid carins eſt ocnlis, 


De Quintia & Leibia, Ep. 87. 
Ownintia formoſa eft multis , mibs Canada, long a » 
Reta eft, hec ego fic ſmgula confiteor : 
Totaillud formoſa nego + nam multa vennſtas ; 
Nulla in tam magno eſt corpore mica ſalss, 
Leibia formoſa eſt, que cum pulcherrima totaeſt » 
Tims 0911615 wa emneis ſarripuit veneres, 


Then 


POEMS. x05 
Then I lov'd thee not as a common dear , 

Bur as a Father doth his children chear : 

Now thee I know, more bicrerly I ſmart, 

1 Ycrtthouro me more light and cheaper arr, 

What pow'r is this ? that fuch a wrong ſhould preſs 
Me to love more, yet wiſh thee well muchleſle. 

I hate and love, would(t chou the reaſon knoy ? 

I know not; bur I burn and teel it {o, 


Engliſked, 
By thy fault is my mind brought to that paſs , 
That it it's Ofhce quite forgotten has ; 
For be'elt thou belt, 1 cannot wiſh thee well , 
And be'eſt thou wortt, yer mult I loye thee ſill, 


To Quimtins, 
Oumimn1t you'll endear Catullmeyes , 
Or what he cearer then his eyes doth prize, 
Raviſh nor what 1s dearer then his eyes, 
Or what he dearer then his eyes doth prize. 


Engliſted, 
Onintia is handſome, fair, tall, traighrt;all theſe 
Very particulars I grant with eale : 
Bur ſhe all ore's not handſome; here's her faulr 
In all that bulk. there's not one cone of ſalt, 
VWHilſt Le-b:a fair and handſome roo all ore 
All graces and all wit from all hath bere, 


en Eneliſhed, 


VER eo no oo ee oro 
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De Sus in Lesbiam amore Fp, $8, 

Nulla p+teſt mulier tantuns ſe dicere amatam 

Vere. quantum a me Le bia amata mea eſt, 
Nulla fides ulls fuit unquam federe tarta , 

Quanta in Amore ſus ex parte reperia mea eft, 


Ad Sylonem Ep. 104, 
Ant ſodes mihi redde decems (eſtertia Syls , 
Deinde efto quamvis ſevur, © mdomitns 
Aut ſite numm deleftant, deſine queſo 
Leno efſe atque idem ſav, © indomitys, 


POEMS. to7 


|  Exgliſed, 

No one can boaſt ker ſelf ſo much beloy'd, 
Tryely as Lesbia may affeftions provd ; 

No faith was erewith ſuch a firm knot bound 
As ip my love on my part I have found, 


Engliſhed, 
5 ylo pray pay me my ten Seſt execs, 
Ther rant and roar as much as you ſhall pleaſe , 
Or it that mony takes, pray give ore ; 
Tobea pimp, orelle to rant and roar. 
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E LEGIES. 


To the Memory of my Worthy 
Friend, Coll. Richard Lovelace, 


O pay my Love tothee, andpay it (o; 
As Honeſt me: ſroxld what they juſtly owe , 
Were to write better of thy Life thes can 
The afſured'ſt Pen of the moſt worthy man : 
Such was thy compoſtion, ſweh thy mind 
Improv'd from wertue, and from v:ce refin'd 
Thy Youth ax abjir att of the World: beft parts , 
Invr'dte Arms and exerci nd to eAvts; 
which with the Vigour of aman. breawe 
Thin and thy Countries Piramids of Fame 
1wo glorious Light, ic £54148 04? heretul Th 
Into the path's of Honour aud of "11th, 
Theſe parts ( ſo rarely niet) made v5 ;» thee 
WH hat man | ould in his fill per{ettion be ; 
So ſweet a T emper into every ſence 
eAnd each :ffettion breathd an !nflyerce 
eAs ſmooth'd them to a ( alme. mhicl flull pthſeen 
The rof fling paſſions of untamed t lod , 
Withont aWrinck/e in thy face, to ow 


Thy ftab's breſt conld no diſturbance know In 


ae 4 F 
Lo % 


2 ELEGIES. 


In Fortunze humble, conſtant 1n miſchaxce 

Expert mm both, and both ſert/d to advance 

Thy Name by various Trialls of thy Spirit , 

And give the Teſtimony of thy merit ; 

Valiant to envy of the braveſt men 

And learned to an undiſputed Pen , 

Good as the beſt in Buth, and preat, but Yet, 

Ns dangerons Courage nor Penſoe Wit : 

Theſe ever ſerwd the one for to d: fend 

The other Nobly to advance thy friend , 

Knder which title I have found my name 

Fix'd in the living Chronicle of Fame, 

To times ſucceeding ; Tet | hence wuſt go 

Diſpleas d, I cannot celebrate thee [1 ; 

But what reſpett acknowledgement and love , 

What theſe, together when improv'd improve 

(all u by any Name ( ſo it expreſs 

Ozght like a Tribute to thy Worthyneſs 

And may my bounden gratitude become ) 

LOVELACE I offer at thy Honur'd Tomb. 
And theugh thy Vertnes many friends have bred 

To love thee lrveing, and lament thee Dead 

In Charatlers far | cw couch'd then theſe 

Hine wull ”ot blott thy Fame nor their; encreaſe 5 

"Twas by thine own great merits raid ſo high, 


That Mangre tame, and Fate, it ſhall not dje. 
Sic flewit. 


Charles Cotton. 
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Uigion the Poſilume and precious 


Poems of the nobly ext acted 
Gencleman Mr. K. L. 


EN e Role and other ; ragrart Flowers ſmell "eſt 
', hex they are pl: ch'd and worn liandor Leſt, 
Sotb. fair flow'r of /ertue thi rare bad 
Of LT » ſmell AI 4s fre J AJ WLE'\ tle ſtood ; 
eAnd » 15+e Potthume- Poems lets #1 Knows y ,, 
He on the arcs of Helicon did grow : 
T he beauty of bis Soul did Correſpond 
VVuh h1s [weet out-ſide nay, it went beyond ; 
LOVELACE, the Minton of the 7 heſpian Dames , 
ap z\ lo's darling. barn with Enthean flames » 
hi hb in his Nambers WAVE »y and ſane fo clear 
p- Spare 5 re) Fraftedin rich 8 gemmes appear ; 
Soc fl ms. bat may __ 1nd Atom: aft 


To make new Poet: t like him in h#ft, 


Jam. Howell. 
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AN ELEGI1E, 


Sacred to the Memory of my late 


Honoured Friend , Collonell 
Richard Lowelace. 


Arden (bleſt ſhade) that I thus crowd t1 be 
"Mong theſe that ſin unio thy memory ; 
And that 1 think wnvalwd Reliques ſpread ; 
And am the firſt that pillages the dead: 
Since who would be thy maurner as beſits , 
But an officicias ſacriledge commu, 
How my tears ſtrive to do the fairer right ! 
And from the Charatters divide my ſight, 
UVntill it (dimmer) Anew torrent ſwells 5 
And what obſcur'd it falls my ſpeftacles, 
Let the luxurious floods ( impulſrve) riſe 
A's they would not be wept, but weep the eyes, 
The while earth melts , and we above ut | ye » 
But the weak bubbles of Mortalitie; 
Until our griefs are drawn up by the Suy , 
eAndthat (too) dropthe exhalation. 
How in thy duſt we humble now our pride , 
Ana bring thee a whole people mortiſ''d ! 
For, who expetts not death, now thou art gone, 
Shows his low folly, not Religion. 
("an the Poetick heaven ſtill bald on 
Te golden dance when the firſt movers gon? = A 
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And the ſnatch'd fires (while circularly burbd ) 
— | /» their ſtrong Rapture glimmer to the VV, arid! , 
And nat Pupendiou[] Jy rather riſe " 
The tapers unto theſe Solemnuie; ? 

Can the Chords meve m twne, when thon deſt dye 
atel At once their wnrverſal Harmony ? 
But where Apollo's harp (with murmur) laid? 
Had teuhe ſtones a relody conveyd ; 
T hey by ſome peb5!: ſummon'd would reply 
In loud reſults to every battery ; 
T bus do w: come unto thy marble room 
To ecchs from the mulch of thy tombe, 

May we dare ſpeak: hee dead that wouldeft be 
In thy Remove only not [uCh a: we ? 
No wonder the advance i. from us hid , 
Earth could not lift thee h: :gher then it ad \ 
eAnd the th.t did'jt grow up ſo ever nigh 
Art but now gone to immortality : 
"So near is where thox art thou here didſt dwell, 
The change to thee 1» leſs perceptible, 

Thy bur # zably-comprehending clay » 

Ts what cou 1d not be circumſcrib'd gave way, 
And the me ſpacious ternant to return » 
Crack'd (inthe t vo reſtrain'd eſtate) its rh. 
That is 5ut left to a\ucceſhve truſt , 
The Soul's firit buried in his bodies dnt, 

Thou more thy ſelf now thou art leſs confin'd 
Art not concern d ia whit is left behind : 
While we ſuſtain the leſſe that thou art gone 
Un-eſsenc'd in the ſeparation ; , | 

2 And 
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And he that weeps thy (urer ll, in one , 
Is prou tothe widdow'd N ation, 

And under wht (yaw) Covert waſf [| [ 
Secure as if beneath a ( herub's win 
Vihen theu h-/ tane thy fl 'ght hence FR art ak 
In place to ſome related Hierarchie , 

Where a br; 7g ht wreath of glories doth bat [ct 
Hpon thy bead an equal Coronet ; 

And thox above oxy humble converſe gon , 
Canſt but be rerch'd by contemplation, 

Our Lute: (as thine was touch'd) were vacall by , 

And thence recery 'd the (oul by ſymp uhy : 

That 4:d above the threds 11ſpiy 1p cveep » 

Ana pub (11 whi [pers broke be «an " oxs fl eÞ: 
Vhick now 1» more (mov d wich the ſv cet ſurpriſe) 
Aw-ree into delicrons K poder, e\ 

Brut with tow Hlew AM: mY & comply » 

And faſt in v1 4 fiurbed /lwncber' le. 

tH ow from thy | firſt aſe: "wtf od Aft & [perſe 
e 1 blu, bing warmth thr ng Font (be univerſe , 
Vbile near the mores LiiCatia” foes did glow , 
And aan ic eartha prerer Arm aid throw » | 
Ve ever {,.w thee in the Roil of fame 
Advancing thy already deathle(s xame ; 
eAnd though it could but be above its fate', 

T how wonld i however ſuper-errog «. e 

Now as ix Venice, wher the wanton ſt ae » 
Before a Spanlat [pr ead their crow: ded plat 
He maade i it the ſa F bu/ nels of his eve 

7 # find the Root of the wild rreaſury, 
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So leary't jrom that Exchequer. but the more 
Torate his Maſ ers vegetable Ore: 

Thus when the Greck and Latin Muſe weread 
' As thebut cold 1y{criptions of the dead , 

V Ve to advantage then admired thee 
Vi ho aid'ſt lie on ftill wth thy Poeſie : 
And in our proud enioyments. never knew 
The end of the unryly wealth that grew : 

But now we bave the lajt dear Ingots gain 'd, 
And the free vein ( however rich) 1 1s drein d ; 
1 hough what thu h ji bequeathed ns, x0 [pace 
Of thr; worlas ſp in of tie (all era embrace: 
But as who ſometime. ws vor to coxc! war 
Hpon the wat ers ſtrange 7 rue ; 
1d to the Oceas bum le al 5 
T hat it might comprek-x. wiiat covdd nat it: 
Sowe inonr endevonr! i» ({ owt-done » 

Be ſa lowed up w thin t, y Helicon, 
i hou ow art |:y4 up mn #+: precious cave y 
Aud from the þ ollow ſpas: of thy grave , 
Ve jrill may mourn 1x tune - but 11 _ alone 
Hereafter hope fo QUAVEY out 5 'g7970 ; 3 
No move the cBorping , ſenners math (i vill notes 


Muſt henceforth Iolley from our t1reb/c throtes, 


But each ſad accent mr ſt bo humonr'd well 
To the deep [vlewsn Organ of thy Cell, 


Why ould ſome rude hard carve thy ſacred fione, 


And there inciſe a cheap inſcription : 
When we can ſued the tribute of our tears 
So long, till the relenting marble wears ? 
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*. PLEGIES. 


Which ſhall ſuch or aer in their cadence beep. 
That they a native Epitaph (hall weep ; 
Mrtill each Letter ſpelt diftintily lyes , 

Cut by the myſtich._ droppings of Our eJer, 


El, Revett, 

AN ELEGIE, 
E thinks when Kings, Prophets, and Poets dye, 
We ſbould not bid men weep, nor as; them why , 
But the preat loſs ſhould by inſtintt mpar 
The Nations like a peſtilential ayr . 
And in a moment men ſhonld feel the Cramp , 
Of grief lihe per (an p27? \on'd with a damp- 
All thing: tn nature (truld their death 4 '*plore 5 
eArd the Sun loob lefs Irvely thin before, 
The fixed Stars ſhould change (h-ir cor ſtant [paces » 
eAndContts caſt abroad the; 7 flagrant faces ; 
Tet ſtiil we ſee Princes and Poets all . 
Withon: ' heir proper pop of Fner all” 
Men look about as if they ver bit backs 
The Poers Lawrell, or the Prizces Crows ; 
Lovelace hath long been dead, aid ve can be 
Oblig'd ro no man for an Elegie, * 
Are you all turn'd ts ſilence or did hz 
Retain the only ſap of Poeſie , 
Th.t kept all branches ling , muſt bu fall 
Set an eternal period up11 all: 
So when a Spring-nide doth begin to (ly 
From the green ſhoar.e1ch neighbouring creek grows ary 
Bat why a ! ſo pettiſhly detr att 
An age that ts ſoperfeit, ſoexatt, 
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ELEGIES. 9 


Is all things excellent, u is a'Fame, 

Or glory to deceaſed Lovelace Nawe:; 

For be ss Wear 1” wit whe 49. h Eprave 
Anvthers worth to make bis own ſeem brave ; 
And 'h:: wa: wot bis aim y n0r 15 1t mine , 

1 naw eoxcieve the [cope of their ae/gne 
Which 1: with on: « (ent 10 L T2 and buys 


{ 9» tributary Incexce 0 F Vrn 5 

Þ here each man. Love ard Fancy ſvall be try'd, 
A; when great jJobtvion, or brave Shakeſpear dd, 
14 its muſt \ ue, for [gnoraxce we ſee , 

Hath got a great train of Artillerie 

Yet neuher jiall. nor can it bloſt ihe Fame 

And honour of deceaſed Lovelace Name , 

14 hoſe own Lucalta can ſupport h1s creat : 
Amongſt all ſuch who knowngl 'y have read it 1 
But who that Praiſe can by deſert 61ſcuſſe 

De to thoſe Poems that are Poſioumoms ; 

And if the laſt conceptions: are the beſt, 

T hoſe by degrees do mach traxſcendihe reſt , 

Eo full, ſo fluent, that they richly ſue 

With Orpheus Livre , or with Anacicons Late » 
And he: ſhall melt bis wing that hall «(pn : 
Toareacha Fas CY Or One accent hip! er, 

Holland avd France bave known bis nobler part 
Aya Found him excellent tn Arms, and Arts, 
To ſum up all, fem Men of Fame but know 

He was tam Macti, quam Mercurio, 
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10 
To his noble friend Capt. Dudl-y Lowelace , 
upon his Edition of his Brothers Poems, 


Hy prone } hand pl "mnn0 Fraier » payes, 
Deſerving 1s of moſt egreo1os praiſe ; 
Since 'tis the org in doth to 125 convey 
From a deſcenaed >un, ſobright a Ray, 
Clear Spirit, bow much we are bound to thee , 
For this ſo great a Liberalite, 
The truer worth of which by much exceed; 
The Weſtern We ilth. which ſuch contention breeds, 
Like the [nfniing-God from the Well-head 
Of Poeſie you have beſprink/ed 
Our brows with holy drops, thewvery laſt 
Which from your Brother's baypy Pen were caſt ; 
Yet as the laſt the beſt , ſuch matchl:ſe kill 
From hi: divine alembick_ did dill, 
Your bozour d Brother 1u the Elyz.ian ſhade 
Will joy to know himſelf a Laurcat made 
By porr religious care , and that his Urn > 
Doth him on Earth immortal life return, 
Your ſelf you have a good Phyſician ſhown » 
To hu much grieved friends, and to yorr owns 
In giving thi elixir'd Medecine , 
For greateſt grief a ſoveraign anodine, 
Sir,;from your Brother y have conveyd us bliſs; 
N 9w, ſince your Genus ſo concurs with bit » 
Let your own quill our next ev'oyments frame 5 
All manſt be rich that's grac a w:th Lovelace n:me, 


Symon Ognell M, D, (onmgbrenf, 
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On the truly Honorable Coll.Richard 


Lovelace , occaſioned by the Publication 
Ot his Poſthume-Poems, 


ELEGTE. 

R eat Son of Mars! andof Minerva too ? 

"uh what oblations muſi we come to woo 
Thy ſacred ſoul to ln0/, down from above , 
And ſee how much thy memory we love , 
Whoſe happy pen ſo pleaſed amorous Ears , 
And lifting Eivts Luczitaro *be Spbear J 
Her in the Stavr- be(pa ngled or did [et ” 
eA bove fair Ariadnes Corontt » 
Leaving a pattern to ſucceeding Vi! 
By which to ſing forth their Pythonic' firs ? 
Shall we bring tears awd /ighs ' no, 10, then w: 
Should but bemone onr ſelves for looſing thee, | 
Or elſe thy happineſs ſeexs to deny » "os 
Or to repixe at thy felicuty - : 
Then whilſt we chant out thine immortal prai(: » 
Omnr offer, ug s ſhall be onely $ regs 6; Bayr; 
And if our tears will needs x of. brinks out -{ly » 
We'l weep them forth into an Elegy, 
To tell ibe World how deep F ates wounded wit » 
Whex Atrop95s the lovely Lovelace bit ; 
Hom th' ative fire which cloath'd thy gen'roms 1:44 » 
{ 0nſum'd the water and the earth calcin d > 
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Untill a ſtronger heat by death wa: given , 

Which ſublimated tby pour foul ty beaver, 

T hou kaew'ft right well ro guide the warlihe teed, 
And yet crldiſt court the Muſes wh full ſpeed , 
And ſuch ſacceſs.thit the inſpiring nine 

Hive fill'd their Theſpian fountain ſo with bring , 
Hen forth we can expett uo Lyrich lay, 

But biting Satyres through the world muſt ſtray, 
B-llona joyns with fair Erato toy \ 

eAndwruh the Deſtunies do heep . dov » 

Whom thus ('e queries ; Could not you a while 
Reprieve his life until another file + 

Of Poems ſuch as theſe, had been d- 1% wp ? 

The: fates r:ply'd; that. T hou wert taken up 

A Sacrifice unto the Deities ; 

Since thing s moſt perfett pleaſe their holy eyes , 
And that n» other I'iflim could bs found , 

With ſo much Learning and true Virtue crown'd, 
Since ut 1s (5 19 peace for ever reſi - 


*Tu very juſt that God ſhould have the beſt, 
Sym. Ognell M. D. Coninebrenſ. 


On My Brother. | 


T | 
OUELe»A('E is dead ! then let the World return M1 
/ oits firſt Chios,, Myſled in its rn; | 

T he Stars and Elements together lye | 
Drench'd in perpetual obſcarny ; 
And the whole Machine in confuſion be , 
As immethodick as an Anarchie ; 
May the Great Eye of Day weep ont his light , 
Pale Cyntliia leave the Reg ment of Night , 
The Calaxia all in Sables D:ght , 
Send forth no corrnſcations to our Sight , 
The Silter-graces and the ſacred Nine 
Statwd with grief , attend upon his ſhrine. 
Whoſe worth, whoſe loſs, ſhould we but truly rate 
'7 would Puzzle our eArithmetich . to ſtate 
Th» accompt of vertu's ſo tranſcendent bigh » 
N.::mber axd Value reach Infir ty, b 
Didl Pro ounce him ae A 1 110 10 «+ he lroes 5 
eAnd from his *Aromatique Cell be gives 
Spice- breath:d Fume:. w''sſ- Oderiſerom ſcent 
. ( In Tephre-p:les which never can be ſpent ) 
Doth ſpread it ſelf 1broad and much out-v1es» 
The Eaſtern Bird in ber {elf- Sacrifice: 
Or Father-Photbns wh. to tt World Derives 
1 Such varions and ſuch multiformed Liv”: v 

Took notice that brave LOVELACE did inſpire 5 
T he Knwverſe with hi; Promethean Fare y 
And ſnatcht him hevce before his Thred was ſpun, 
Erving that here ſhould be another Sun, T, 
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I. 
On the Death of my 
Dear Brother. 


ES2TAP.-H. 


Read ( Reader ) cently, gently ore 
The happy Duſt beneath this floor: 
F or, 1 this narrow Vanlt 3s ſet 
An Al:hlafter Cabinet . 


Wherein both Arts and Arms were pt, 


TI! De.:th with (low and eas DCP, 
Snatcht the bright Tewell from 11:2 ( ale. 
An1 mow, tr” Te r11 4 / C doth ariſe | 

A Conſtellation i2 the Skies, ; 
Teaching the blinded Vorld the way , 
Throunb Niohbt, to ſtartle into Day : 
And hipwrack t ſhades, with fieady band 
He ſteers unto tt Eltzian Land: 


Dudl-y Poſthumus-Lovelace, 
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